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1+ The Prologieat Court! Entergwo = 


| old en. 
1 2 J. 3. L/ 
1 A Re you then trauelling to the temple of Elizaz 

A 2 Euen to her 3 arc my feeble limmes trauel- 

A ling. Some cal her Pandora: ſome Gloriana, ſome 

Cynthia: ſome Delphæbe, ſome Aſtræa: all by ſcuerall 

names to expreſſe ſeuerall loues: Vet all thoſe names make but 

_ celeſtiall body, as all thoſe loues meete to create but one 

oule, 

I lm one ofher one countrie, and we adore her by the 
name ot Elxa. N 

2 Bleſſed name, happie countrie: Your Eliza makes your 

land Eliz ium: but w hat doe you offer? 

1 That which all true Subieds ſhould: when I was young, 
an Armed hand; now Iamcrooked,an vpriglit heart: But what 
offer you? Ca, 

2 2 Thatywhichallſtraungers doe: two eyes ſtrucke blinde 
with admifation : Two lips (proud to ſound her gloric:) Two 
hands held vp full ot prayers and pyaiſes : What not, that may 
expreſſe louezwhat not, that may make her beloucd? 
1 Ho long iſt ſince you laſt] beheld here. 

2 A uſt yeere: yet that yeere hath ſeemd to me but one day, 

becauſe her glorie hath beene my howrely contemplation,and 
"ue that yeere hath ſeemd to me more then twice ſeuen yeres, 
becauſe 60 long ] haue beene abſent from her. Come therefore, 
| gbod father, lets goe faſter, leaſt we come too late: for ſee he 
Tapers of the night are already lighted, and ſtand brightly bur- 
n their ſtarrie Candleſtickes: See howe gloriouſly the 

L e ſhines vpon vs. | Both kneele. 

I Peace foole: tremble, and kneele: The Moone ſaiſt thou: 
Our eyes are dazled by Elizaes beames, 
Sec ( x at leaſt thou dare lec) where ſhee (is: 

This is the great Panthzon of our Goddeſſe, | 
And all thole faces which thine ey es thought ſtarres, 


Are 


Are Nymphes ans. 6n her 2 _ oF ; 
Prithee begin, for I want power to ſpeake, — © 
2 No, — ſpeake chow, I want 4 — to begin. Weepes. 
1 Alacke what ſhall L doe: com ſt thou wikme, 
And weepſt now thou beholdſt this Maieſtie?: 
2 Gi at land- lady — —_—_— 
1 Blame not mine eyet, go6d'father, in theſe teares. 
2 My pure loue ſhines, as thine doth in thy frares: 
Iweepe for ioy to ſee ſo many heads _ 
Of prudent Ladies, clothed in the liluerile 
Ot ſiluer- handed age, for ſeruing ouu /d 
Whilſt in your eyes youthes glory dothrenue:  - _ 
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I weepe for ioy to ſee the Sunne looke old, 
To ſee the Moone mad at her often change, 

To ſee the Starres onely by night to ſſine, 
Whilit you are ſtill bright, {dl one, fill dune; 
I weepefor ioy to ſee the world decay, 
Vet ſet Eliza flouriſhing like May: 

O pardon me your Pilgrim, I haue meafurd 
Many a mile to find you: and haue brought, | 
Old Fortunatus and his family, | 
Wich other Cipnots (my poore countrie men) 


5 1 
if 


To p y a whole yecrestributezO vouchſafe, 
DreadQueene of Fayrics, withyour gracious eyes, 


T*accepttheirs and our humble ſacrihce, 

I Nou ile beg for thee too: and yet Inced not? 
Her ſacred hand hath euermore beene knowne, 
As ſoone held out to ſtraungers as her owne. 

2 Thou doeſt incourage me: Ile fetch them in, | 
They haue no princely gifts, we are allpoore, ', Þ . Wi 
Our oflrings are true hearts, who can wiſh more? Exeunt,  }* 

- 


- 3 
- 


Tl preſd IT? 


ial a0 of gnb 15998 . 122 5 
OE 3 { — — {cur cenerousM alc doth ig 
And torheboſome ofeach gentle deare, 
_ Offence her Arrle$y os pnthe wi a 
Of ſacred Þ oeſy. A fearez:: | 
(Thar enen wh di bios Gand 8. 


WVill ach her r lowly} hotes) aka! her pull; in 
Her fainting g pineons. and herſpirit; contounds 
Before the Wenke volee of ler ſong begiti. * 
Vet ſince within che arcle of cach eye, 
| (Being like ſo mam Suns in his round SPhere) | 
No wrinckle yer Tech, ſhcele dire N 
Borne vp with hopts;thatas oui oft do reataiown, 
W,.iich your faire bands, thoſe who would els" finke/ 
So ſonie wWilldeenv r frffle Where alt mig 7 lit n, | 
And for this GC Toe muſt Gans n: 
+ For the imagind Sur face dh much land,” 
Ot many kin Igdomes; urid fice many. 2 ble, 


PT: # 1 


Should Li af meaſurd out: ous mule; intctcats, be | : 
4 Yourth oughes co helpe pooreArt;and fo allow, 54 


That I. may ſerue as C hörus to her ſcences, 0 
\She begs y Hur pardon, for Merle ſend me foorch, | 

| Nook chelawes of -Porly' dee call. 9 
But as the ſtorie necdes,yotit gracious eye 

Giues life to Fortunatus hiſtorie. Exit. 
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THE cop or} 
CHO EN de Fortummus, 4 
wt Enter — — arched, 1. walkes 


ere he ſpeake once or twice about ti 
ur 1 Nuts. ef r 2 
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Data 4 t 
Io D, bo bo e bo Eccho withinÞo,ho,hoJho | 
Fortun. There boy, Eccho. There bop. 
Fort. And thou ber t a godfellow tel me how 
thou cal'ſt this wad, echo. This wod; 
N 31s 2 Fort. Ithis wod;e which is my ben way out 
28 2 2 Eccho, Beſt wap out. 
port. Ma, ha, ha thats true, my beſt way out, 
is np het fray nnd; but how that out. will come in, by this 
Paggot J know not, J (oe by this we are all wozmes meate: 
weil, J am very poꝛe and verie patient, P. is a vettue: 
would J were not vertuous, thats to ſap, not᷑ poze, but full of 
vice, (thats to ſay, ful of chinckes) Ba, ha, ſo J am, foz I am 
ſo full ofchinckes, that a Bozſe with one eye may loke thꝛough 
and thꝛongh me, J haue ſighed long, and that makes me win⸗ 
die: haue faſted long, and that makes me chaſt marie haue 
pꝛaied little, and that makes mee J ftilldaunce in this toniu⸗ 
ring circle: haue wandzed long, and that makes me wear; 
but toꝛ my wearineſſe, anon ale lie downe, in ſteade of faſting V4 
ile fer de vpon Nuts, and in ſtead of ſieghing will laugh and bes 
cane, Sirra. Eccho. Eccho, &irra Ec cho. Fortu. eres a 
Nut. Eccho Metes a Aut, Fort. Cracke it. Ec cho, 
Cracke it. Fort. Yang thy ſelſe. Eccho, Hang thy ſelfe, 7 
Fort. Th art a knaue, a knaue. Eccho, A knaue, a knaue, 1 
Fort: Ba, hahe, ha. Eccho, Ba, ha, ha, ha. 


8 


The Gbmcdi of © 


PFortunat. Why ſo, two foles laugh at one another, AJ at mp 
title tattle gammer eccho, and ſhee at ine. Shoztly there will 
treepe out in pꝛint ſome filthie boke of the olde hoarie wan- 
ming knight, meaning me: would J were that boke, fo2 then 
A chould be ſure tocrepe out from hence: J ſhould bee a good 

| ſouldiour , foꝛ J trauerſe my groũnd rarely, marrie J ſee net- 
ther enemie noz friends, but Popintayes, and Squirrels, and 
Apes, and Dwles, and Dawes, and Magtalles, and the ſpite 
is that none of theſe graſſe-eaters canſpeakemy language, but 
his fole that mockes me, and ſweares to haue the laſt woꝛd (in 
ſpite of my teeth) J, and thee ſhall haue it becauſe ſhee is a wo- 
nan, which kind of cattellareindedeall Eccho, nothing but 
tongue, and are like the great bell of S. Michaels in Cypzus, 
that keepes moſt rumbling when men would moſt ſlerpe. Ec- 

cho, a pore on the foz mocking me. Eccho, a pore on thee foz 
mocking me. 

Fortunat. Why ſo, Snip ſnap, this warre is at an end, bnt 

this wilderneſſe is wozld without end, to ſer how trauell can 

tranſfo2me: my teth are turn d into Aut crackers, a thouſand 
to one A bzeake out ſhoztly, fo2 J am full of nothing, but wax⸗ 
ing kernels , my tongue ſpeakes no language but an Almond 
foz Parrat, and cracke me this Nut: If J hop thꝛe daies moze 
vp and downe this cage of Coockoes neſts, J ſhall turne wilde 
man ſure, and be hyꝛed to thzow Squibs among the Cominal- 
ttie vpon ſome terrible day. Jn the meane time to tell truth 

bere will Alie. Far well fole. Eccho, far well fole, d 

Fort. Are not theſe comfoztable woꝛds to a wile man:? All 
baile Signioz tree, bp pour leaue ile lepe vnder your leaues, 

A pꝛay bow to me, and ile bend to pou, foz your backe and my 

bzowes muſt, J doubt, haue a game oz two at oddie erre A 

wake againe: downe great heart, do wne. Mey, po, well, well. 

Hlelyes downe and ilcepes: Enter a Gardiner, a Smith, a 

Monke, a Shepheard all crown'd, a Nimph with a 
Globe, another with Fortunes wheele , then Porta 
After her fowre Kings with broken Crownes and Sc 
ters, chained in (1 luer Giues and led by her, The fore 
mo 


er A 6H". recs 07 
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moſt come out ſinging, Formne takes her Chaire, the | | 
Kings ly ing at her fete, ſhee treading on them as ſhee | 
| goers vp. | 
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The Song. 
Foztune ſmiles, cry holpday, 
Dimples on her ch&kes doe dwell, 
Foztune fro ones, cry wellada, 
Yer loue is heauen, her hate is hell: 
Since heauen and hell obey her power, 
Tremble when her eyes doe lowze, 
Since heauen and hell her power obey, 
When te ſmiles, crie holy day. 
Yo! x- day with toy we cry 
And bend, and bend and merily, 
Sing Ppmnes to Foztunes deitie, 
Sing Yymnes toFoztunes deitie. 
(Let vs ling, merrilp, merrily, merrily, 
All. 2 With our ſong let heauen reſound, ; 
Foztunes hands our heads haue crown'd, 
Let vs ſing merrily, merrily, merry. 


1. King. Accurſed Nutene of chaunte, what had we done, 
Who hauing ſometimes like young Phaetons, 
Ryd in the burniſht Charriot of the Sun, 
And ſometimes bene thy minions, when thy fingers 
Mean d wanton loue- nets in our curled hayze, 
And with ſweete iugling kiſſes warm d our cherkes: 
Oh how haue we offended thy pꝛond eyes, 
That thus we ſhould be ſpurnd and trod vpon, 
Mh id thoſe inteded limmes ofthe ſicke wozld, 
Are ſixt by thee foz ſtarres 0 — bzight Sphere, 
here in aur Sunne like Radiance did appears. 
Allche Kings. | 
Accurſed Nu@ne wh 1 ſoztereſſe. 
cr 
Poſt pow? full Quene of channce vzead foneraignnelſe, l 


Fort, R29inNe:curſe on: pour cries to: me are Puſicke, 
And lilli the ſacred roundure of mine eares, 
TUith tunes maze ſugte then mouing of the Spheres: 
Curſe on: on our celeſti ul bꝛowes doe ſit 
Tilt numbꝛed lmt.».3, which then leaps from their thꝛone, 
Ahen they ſve Peaſants daunce and Bonarches groane. 
Behold you not this Globe, this golden bowle, . 
{Lis toy cal'd wozlveat our Juperiall fœte? | 
— his woꝛld is Foꝛtuneg ball wherewith the ſpozts, \ | 
2 times J ſtcike it vp into the ape, 

nd then create J Emperaurs and kings: 
Sometimes Iſpurne it: at which ſpurne cratvles gut 
That wild beaſt multitude: curſe on pou fooles, 
'Tis I that tumble Pzinces from their thzones, 
And gild falſe bzawegs. with glittering MANS, 
Tis I that tread on neckes of Conquexo 2 

vie aloe, 


And when like Dem gods 4 — hays 
_ Circledabaut. with Winds, Falleres” erg 8 45. 


In Juozie Charriats fo the 
The ſhouts of eacry tongue, loue ofall | PA # 

Being f ſwolne with the ir owne — an. haue pzickt 
The bladder of their pꝛide, aud made them dir, 
85 Wb bi bles eee eee 111005 ant o 
3 thzuſt baſe — into Honours chatte, ad % 01 
\WWhilft the true ſpirited Douldiogr 18175 by. - - 
| Bare headed, and all bare, e ia Rarres 15; 
They ckoffe that nere Abe face of. nene 41441 £487 
3 ſet an Jdcbts cap TOW rtues head, Pr 142 
Turne learning out of dwzes, "cloths wat nine, of 
And paint ten thouſand Images t Lame, 41/683 
An gawdie ſilken colours: on the backes, unte £423 fra 
| {Dr Pules and Alles A make alleg aide, 3 1:79 111 2357; 
Dnelp ſoꝛ ſpoꝛt, to ſee the Apilh\ wozld.. 
Wozthip ſuch beaſts withſoun 7 TG een 
This Fo2tune does, and when this is done, 

Dhe lits ana ſmiles aer ſp her name, 


* 
+ * 
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Olde Ends 


And ſome with adozation crowne her fame. | 
Monck. True center ofthis wide circumference, | 1H 
Sacred commaundꝛeſſe of the deſtinies, | mn I 
Dur tongues ſhall onelp ſownd thy excellence. | | 
The reſt. Thy excellence our tongues ſhall onely found. @ 
The ſecond King, 1. 
Thou painted ffrumpet, that with honiedſmiles, - | | - Þ 
Dpenelt the gates of heauen and crieft, Come in, - is 
Whoſe glozies being ſ&ne ,thou with one frotone, 
(Jn pꝛide) lower then hell tumbleſt rsvowne; 
All Kings. Euer foz euer wil we banne thy name. 


Fort. How ſweete yourhowlings rclliſh in mine eurese 
Stand by; now riſe, behold, here lies a welch, She comes 


To ver your ſoules, this begger ile aduaunce -- 2 
Beyond the ſway ofthought, take b 2 
And let the raptures ol choice Harmonie, 
Chꝛough the hollow windings or his eare, Wußten while; 
Carrie their ſacred ſounds,s wake each lente, andhewakerh 
To ſtand ama; d at our bꝛight Eminen ee. 

Fortunat. Oh, how am Jene ara, 
Oz bleſt Elizinme* | 


Fortune. Fortunatus, rife, 


Fort. Dꝛead Goddeſſe,how Gould cach a apa" 
Be knowne to ſuch a glozions deitie? 
Oh pardon me: fo2 to this place Jcome, - 1 
Lead by my fate, not folly;inthis was +> >3:4a:. 
Mith wearie ſozrow haue Jwandered; : T6 VE Bo 
And thꝛee times ſtene theſweating Sun take el, 
And thꝛer times franticke Cynthia naked ride, 
About the ruſtie high · waies of the fies 
Stucke full of burning Staxrres,which lent her 
To Court her Negro paramonr grim night. 

Fortune, Chis trauell now expires: yet from this circle, 
Where J and theſe with fairie fropes abide, 4 
Thou canſt not ſtir, vnlefſe Jbe thy guide. 


I the wozlos Empꝛeſſe am * ene, 


* 2 
— as 


- | . * 
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This 


4 Da out thy bꝛaines. 


Behold theſe fgure chain d like Tartarian ſtaues, 
And theſe are now my baſeſt vnderlings: 


Mas akter t 
Ot Almaine once: but by Pope Hiexander 


| How ſpurn'd and trod on when he takes his but, 
— 


Foztune her ſelfe is ſai to view thy fall, h 5  _ 


Foꝛtunes beit mimon, warlike Tamberlaine: 


* pane n d and e thoſe: 


The Comsdie of 


This handhath wzittrmin thit ke leaues al tele, 
An eue rlaſting boke of changeleſſe Fate. | 
_ Shewing whoc's happie;mho vnfoztunate. 5 

Fort. Jfeueriename.(d2cad Mucene)be there wait down, 


Jam ſure mine ſtands in Caracters of blacke, 

Though happines her ſelfe lie in my name, | 

J am ſoꝛrowes heire, and eldeſt ſonne toſhame. Y 
The Kings. No, weare-fons to ſhame, and ſoꝛrowes heires. 
Fortunę Chou ſhalt be one ot Foztunes minions: TR 


Theſe Acreated Emperours and laings, 


This ſometimes was a Germana Emperor, Tr 
Henry the fift, who being irik depok'd, | 
And thus in ner chalnes ſhall otto death. 
This Frederick Barbaroſſa@mperour - / 


d intheſe letters hall he die bis ſlaue. 


zetch once woze the diademe of Fraunce;'- 
(Lewes the merke, but thꝛoughhis childꝛens paths, 

Thus haue J cauſed him to be famiſhed, 

Here ſtands the verie ſouleofmilerie - 

Pooze Baiazet old Turkiſh Emyerour, he 0 
And orce the greateſt gg onarch in the Cat, XY 


And grieues to Le thee glad to licke vp crommes 
At the ꝛoud feete of that great Scithian \wanme, - | 


Pet mult thou in a cage of Iton be d2awne 
In triumph at his hecle s, and there in grieſe 


The third King. Dy miſcrable me. . 
Fortune. No tearescanmelt the heart of veſtinie: 1 I: 


Theſe | 


Olde Fortunatus. 


The ſe hands haue conquerd Spaine {theſs bowen un 5 
The golden circle of rich Poztugall. 62 
Uiriat a $onarch now, but boꝛne a tyepherv. - if v6 
This Pzimiflans' (a Bohemian king) wy 
Laſt day a Carter: this ante Gregozie 14:0 % nt 
Now likted to the Papall dignitie, 254 1334 ' 
Wactches, why gnaw volt not/pour fingers off; . 
And teare your tongues vut, ſceing vour ſelues trod mene, 
And this Duch Botcher wearing Hunters trowne: 1 
John Leyden bone in Bolland pwae and Bae | 
Now rich in Emperie and Foztunes {1 nene dals 7 
As theſe J haue adusant d, ſo Ach Nan bang 211 ; 
Six gifts I ſpend pon moztalitie;;/ nn e219 5 11159} gt 


Miledome, ſtrength ung and ft. 
Dat of mpbounniezonvofthevts thing) > 11 1 Ty. 
Chooſe then which likes aides det. alen dnnetd) 01 


Fortunar. Oh mo dane e e e 0201p ee 
Siue me but le auꝛ tu artem⁰ wondevsvyey 11502 eee 

To loke (ama d) atthybzight maieſtie, m: n ligne If 
Wiſedome rent peat — eee 
Fortune. Be foze thy oule (abthis apo Lotterle) © 
Dꝛawlooꝛth her pꝛize, main d eM 4c'7 72213 ti Ina. 5 
Know that heres ud ketanting aN 5721+ 7 — anl. 


Choole then diſcreetly (fo: tho tawewdf mne, 
inſtete,mult.ftand inuiotatec) 


Being granen 
Fortunat. . — eomige enight, 
Volt righteous:{Barce,.nuwe my Gentus vit, 
— eee of) 
Fomune; Foztunatus, once 
Akthon kifſe wifedomeschekeand — 2 25 
Sheele bꝛeath into thy lips diuinitie in fot 


And thou (like Phebus)ſhalt ſpeatcs ©zarte; end 1 
Thy heauen-inſpired ſoule, on wiledom Ain tee 
hall flie vp to the Parliament of Joue, nn. 27 12 
And read theStafntes ofeterniticy! 44 +07 rr 
. ſe whats palt, and learne what is to come: 
52 


And with immoztall armes 


Whoſe great great 


Shall ſtand to number of thoſe 


* e OMeadi 7 


At thou lay claime to ſtrength, Armies ſhall qualte, 
To ſv the frowne: as Kings at mine doe lie, 
So ſhall thy feete trample on Emperie; 


Make Vealth thine obiect, thou ſhalt.be ſtrong pzofe, 


Gainſt the dæpe ſearching darts of ſurfetting. 
Be euer metrie, euer reuelling, | 
Mich but fo2 beautie, and within thine eyes, 


Two naked Cupids amozouſly ſhall ſwim, 


And on thy cherkes ile mixe ſuch white and red, 
That Joue ſhall turne away — hr 
ſhall circle tbr. | 
Are thy dcfires long lifex thy vitall thzedsds 515 
Shalbe ſtretcht out, thou! behold the chaunge 5 1 
Df Pauarchies thoſe childzen die, 
-aundſires now in cradles lie. 

Af thzough Golds ſacred hunger thau doſt pi ne, 


Thoſe gilded wantons which un renne m, 4 


To warme their lender bodies in the ſunne, 


n piles, 
Which in rich pꝛide all well be zothy fie, 
As thoſe are; ſo ſhal} theſe be inũnite. 1 
Awakaon then thy ſoules hefffaculcies, Gil h 157.205 
And gladly kiſſe this haunteaus — 9 17 np 
Which riues to hleſſe thy name of 3. 2 
The Kings. Old man, take herbe, her ſmiles wil murder thix 


Thacher. ld man. ſhiele cri wne thi with felicitie. 
Fort. Oh, whither ani 2 'w2ap nr 
Yozeviolentcanflics fight ine rie thaught, 
Than his whoſe fatall choice Troyes downfall w2onght. 
Shall J cantract my (elfe to wiſedomes loue: 
Then J loſe riches: And a wiſeman poze, 
Is like a ſacred boke thats neuer read, 
To himlelfe he lines, and to allels lames dead, 


This age thinks better of a gilded fodle, 


Then ok a thꝛedbare Saint in wiſedomes ſchale. 
- Jwill . * 3 AY life, 


And 


Old Fortunatus. 
And though inine ar me ſhould conquer twentie wozlos, 
Theresa leane fellow brates all conquerours: | 
The areateſt ſtrength crpires with loſle of b2cath. 

The migbtieſt (in one mintite) ope to death. 
Then take long tife, oꝛ Health: ſhould J doe ſa, 
A might grow vgly,and that tedious crole 
Of Ponths and veeres, much miſerte may enrole: 
There loꝛe ile beg oz beautie; yet F will not, N 
The laireſt ch&ke hath oſtentimes a ſaule -- . e 
Leap2ous as ſinne it ſelſe; then hell moze foule, 
Lhe wiſede me of this wozldis Idiotie, 
Strength a weake rade: Health neee, 
(And it at length will haue the — Ah 
Beautie is but a painting, and longlife - 
As a long ioꝛney in December gon, | 
Tedious and full of tribulation. : 
LTherefo:e d2ead ſacred Empzeſſe makemerich, Knees | 
Py choite is ſtoze of gold; the rich are wie. dowuc. 
Ve that vpon his backe rich garments weares, | | 
Is pms na his head grow Midas cares. 
Gald is the ſtrengtb, the ſinnewes of thewozld, 
The Pealth, the ſoule, the beautie moſt diuine, 
A maſke of Gold hides all defo2mities; | 
Gold is heanens phiſicke, lifes reſtozatiue, 
Dd therefo ze matte me rich: Not as the wzetch, 
Chat onelꝝ ſerues leane banquets to his eve, 
Has Gold, vet ſtarues: is famiſht in his ſtoze: 
No, let me euer ſpend, be neuer pie. * 
Fortune. Thy lateſt wo ds conſine thy deſtune, 
Tbonſhalt ſpend euer, and be neuer phze: 71 
Fo2 p2oofe receine this purſe: with it this vertue, 
Still when thou thzuſts thy hand into the ſame, 
Thou ſhalt dzaw foozth ten pieces of b2ight gold, | 
Currant in any ealme where then thon bzeatheſt; Betts) 
If thou can it d2tbble out the ea bydzops;' 216 


— 
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N02 this grow emptie. 
Fortunat. rr b ry | 
Fortune. The vertue ends when thou and thyſoanes end bet 
, This path leades the to C ypꝛus, get the ente: 
Farewel, vaine couetous fle, thou wilt repent, | 
That foz the loue of dꝛoſſe thou haſt delpilen 
|UUiſedomes diuine embzace, che would hane bozne MEL 
On the rich wings of immoꝛtaliti; 
But now goe dwell with cares and quickly die. 
The Kings. We dwell with cares, vet cannot quickly die: 
| Excuntalliinging, manet Furtunatus. 
Fortunat. But nom goe d well with cares and quitkliydie? 
Bop quickly: if Jdjetomozrow, ile bo merrie to day:it᷑next 
dap, ile be merrie to mano: ge dwell with cares? Where: 


- | wels care: bum ha, in what house dwels care, 5 I map choſe 


3 f care A caſheire you my companie. J wonder what 


an honeſter netghboz2 In pꝛinces courts: No, aniong faireÞas 
| dies,neither,theresno care dwels with them: but carehvwfo: 
be moſt gallant. Among gallants thẽ: fie, ſte, no:care is afraid: 
[ ſure of a guilt Napier, the ſent ot Muſke is het pꝛiſon. Tobacs 
to choakes her; rich attire pꝛeleth her to death! Pꝛintces, ire 
Ladies and gallants, haue amongſt vou then, fo: this wet 
| eide wench Care 1 — wꝛetches = they are wet che s: 
that feele want, J/ſhall feele none tf à be neuer poꝛk, —— 
ſip this minx is that is fo pꝛodtgall. ſhe ſoutd be a gadd une by: 
ber open dealing: her name s Foztune: Its no matter what ſhe 
| is, ſo ſhe does as the ſates. I bowthale|pendeuet;zmn@bee ne- 
uer poore; Malle, yet J ſtele nothing here ta make mee rich. 
heres no ſwerte er with her ſiluer laund. Arie deeper iha 
\ God be here: a, ha," 23 3544;5;6,7948, 5 and 10% good, tult” 
ten, Ats gold ſure, its (o heaute, trie againe, 1, 2,:4cGooda/ 
| gains, tuſt ten, and luft ten. — 1 this is ravezaloather. 
mint, admir able: an Indian mine inn Lambs (anime mitts 
ceilons: Jle fill thee 02 fow2e bagges full for my ſatinos, but 
ke&po this foz my ſelte, At that leaneitawrice face Wobaceontlts 
death tbat turnes all inen * en me ſo quickly y | 


FN } 


Old Fortunatris,' 


to aſhes, vet wilt hotmournein athes, but in Huũcke. you. 
old lad be merie. Peres riches, wiſdome, ſtrength health, bea | 
F oztune, 3 adoze thee, Cars. 3 veſpiſe ther,death, Adele we | 


Ess fad: 8 tl in 
Andolocia atter them, | 
Andelo. V hart, why how now:two knights ol the poi: 1 
Shad. J, maſter, and. wee are both foz(wozne as all ſuch” 
woddden knights be, fox we both take an oath (mary it was 
not coꝛpoꝛall) you may ſee bx our checkes, that we mouid nat 
faſt twentie fawge houres to amend; and we hane talteUno | 
meate ſince the clocke told twa dozen. 2 . 
Andel. That lackes not much of twentie foaw2s, ut 
wonder when that halte faced une of thine wil be at 1 
Sha. The next quarter, not this, ſuht the ſigne is — 
Andel. Ho thats to ſay., when thou eat t bull blele. Bat 
Shadow, what day is to dax? ; — 
Shad, Faſting dan. 
Andel. What day was yeſter-bay? 911 
Shad. Faſting day to: - $1. 
Andcl, TWillftomozrow be fo too 
Shad. J, and next day oo. 
Andel. That will be rare, you laue: 
Fo2 a leane dyet makes a fat wit. 
Shad. J hab rather bea fole « weare a fac paire of chirkes, þ 
Andel, Now am A powder, of this pouertie , which 1 
know is mine owne, then a wayting gentlewoman is,of a 7 
frizled groateſwozth of haire, that neuer grewe on her heads 
Þirrha @hadow, now we can all tha we are like | 
at one bare wozd: this want makes vs line g bowlers, we | 
are a ble to rub out and 1 in eue ry place, | 
Shad. Thats not ſo, we haue ſhifted our ſe lues in noplace 1 
this th: &moneths : marris, wo rub out in every cozner, but 
here followes no amendement either of life az of lingerie, - 
: Andel, Why, bꝛother Ampedo,artthou not yettir'd with | | 
f wing 8 
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riding poſk- Come, tome, light from this logger- headed Jade, 
gte pep iy er froryhets theme; fhis beltpt 
ap by m fr cis me; 8 be emp⸗ 
S tie, his heart is tull. 
Andelo. The famine of Gold gnawes his coue tous ſfg- 
macke, moze then the want of god victuals: Chou haſt loont 
[ very deniliſhly euer lince the god Angel leftthee:come, come, 

_ -- teanetbis bꝛoad bim faſhions, becauſe the wozld frawnes vp⸗ 

| on rg not thou ſmile vpon vs? 

Ampe. Did but the bitternesof mine owne foxtanes 

"od Intec my taſte, J could paint oꝛe my 

ich ruddy coloured ſmiles: tis not SO. 
3 —— dyet 02 deſire of gold, 
nfoꝛes this rupture 85 ho tne) — pbk, 
no, our Father do 

— the Iron fete ot miſerie, 

And (as a Done gript in a Faulcons claw) 

| | Where pant th fo2 life being moſt aſſur d of death; 

- | Bzother, foꝛ him my ſoule thus languiſheth. 
Shad. Tis not foz mpoly Paſter that J languiſh. 
Amped, Jam not enamoured of this painted Jdoll;. 

This . wozld; foz her molt beautious lokes 
| Are poyſned baits, hung vpon golden hokes, | 
| Whenfolcs doe ſwim in wealth, her Cpathian beames: 
i ill wantonly daunce on the filaer ſtreames: 

But when this ſquinteide age ſtes vertue poze, 

And bpa litie ſparke fits Giucring, 

| Begging at all, relieu d at no mans doze,. 

+ Sheſmiles on her (as the Sunne ſhines on fire) 
Lo kill that little heate, and with her frowne 
Is pꝛoud, that ſhe can treade poꝛe vertuedowne:. - 
T herekoze her wzinckled bzow makes not mine ſowꝛe, 
Per gifts ate toyes, and J deride her power. (mine ſowꝛe 
- Shad. Tis not the trab - trie fat d woʒld neither that makes 
Andelo. Her gifts topes:wel bzother vertue, we haue let flip 
he ripe plucking of — topes ſo long, that wee flozith — 
e 


_— 


Olde Fortunarus. 


Apple tries in September, (which haning the falling ncknes) | 
beare neither fruit noz leaues 
Shad. Rap by my troth, maker, none flouriſh in theſe © 5 
withering times, but Anncient bearers and trumpettozs. 
Andelo, Shavdow, when thou pzoneft a ſubſtance, then 
the trie of vertue and honeſtte , and fuch fruit of heauen ſhall * 
flozith vpon earth. 15 
Shad. "ons, oz when the Sunne ſhines at midnight, d 
women lie, and pet they are light enough i 
Andelo. Twas neuer merie wozld with vs, fince purſes 3 
and bags were inuented, foz now men ſet lime twigges to 
tatch wealth: And gold, which ryſeth like the ſunne out of ts 
Eaft Indies, to ſhine vpon eue ry one, is like a Conte taken |: 
napping in a Purſenet, and ſuffers his gliftring yellow face 
deitie to belapt vp in Lambſkins, as if the innocentie ofthoſe |! 
leather pꝛiſons, ſhould diſpence with the Cheuerill conſci⸗ 
ences of the Iron barted Japlers. i | 
Shad. @midges may well be called Japlers: foz if a ph e 
wzetch ſteale but into a debt oftenne pound, they leade m 
raight to execution. N 
Andel. Doch it not ver ther, @haddow, to ſtalhe bp and 
downe Cypzus, and to meefe the out- ide ofa man, lapt all in 
Damaſke, his head and beard as white as milke, onely with 
conturing in the ſnowie etrcles of the field Argent, and his 
noſc as red as Scarlet, onely with kiſſing the ruddie lippes of | 
Angels, and ſuch an Jmage fo weare onhis thumbe , the 
mens liuings in the ſhape of a ſeale Ring, Ce: bother 
vertue here, [ 
Shad. And vou his bꝛother Uice. | 
Ancel. Moſt true, my little leane Iniquitie, whilſt wes 
thꝛie, ik we ſhould ſtarue, cannot bozrow flue ſhillings ot hin 
neither in woꝛd no2 diede: does not this vere thee, Shaddow? 17 
Shad, Notme; it veres me no moꝛe tie ſuch a picture, then 
toſ& an Aſſe laden with riches, becauls know when hee can 
beare no longer, he muſt leaue his burthen to ſome other be aſt. 
Andel. Art not thon mad, to ee mene on Coldſmithes 
C | ſtalles, 


— 8 1 2 Os — 
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; Lalles, and none in our purſes? 


Shad, It mads not me,J thanke the deſtinies. 
Andel, Bymy pouertte, and thats but a thz&v-bare oath, 
J am moe then mad, to ſe lilkes and vcluets, lie crowding 


togsther in Percers chops us in pꝛiſons, onely fo2 feare of 


the ſmell of ware (they cannot abide toſee a man made out of 


ware) foz theſe Satten commodities haue ſuch ſmooth conſet- 
entes, that theile haue no man giue his'wozd foz them,o2 ſtand 
bo wund fo2 their —— kzth, but vow to lie till they rot in 
thoſe ſhop Counters, except Ponſteur money baile them. 


 Shaddow, J am out of mp little wits to ſee this. 


Shad, So is not Shaddow: J am ont of my wits, to foe fac 
gluttons fobe all day long, whilſt J that am leane, fall euerp 
day: J am out of my wits, to ſ our Famagoſta fwles, turne 
balfe a ſhop of wares into a ſuite of gay apparreil, anely to 


make other Jdeots laugh, and wiſemen to trie who's the twle 
now: J am mad, to ſex Souldiours beg, and cowards aue: J 


am mad, to ſe Schollers in the Bꝛokers ſhop, and Dunces in 
the Mercers: J am mad, to {ee men that hane no moge faſhion 
in them then poꝛe Shaddow, vet mull leape thaice a day into 
th2ce oꝛders ol ſaſhions: Jam mad , ts ſee many pups, but 
hozne-mad, that my-memth fales nothing, 117 
Andel. TUhy, no w ſhaddow, I ſe thou haT a abſtance: 
J am glad to ſæ the thus mad. 
Amped. The ſonnes of Foztunatus had not wont, 


Thus to repine at others happiness: 
Bat lle s haue al maies this looſe garment woꝛe, 


— 


i Being p002e themſelues, thep with all otbers pooze, 


Jie, bother Andelocia, hate this madnes, 
Turne pour epes in ward. apd behold pour ſoule, 
That wants moze then ycur body: burniſh that 


> With glittering Uertue:aav make Zdcots grieue, 


To ſee your brautious mind in wiſeda me ſhine, 


As pou at their rich poucrite reptne. - 


En ter F Ortunatauas gallant. 


And. Peace, ed vertue, Shad. here comes another habow 
Shad 


Olde Fortunatus. 


Shad, Jt ſhould be a Camelion: foꝛ he is all in n „ 
Amp. Oh, tis my Father With thefe teares of tore, 
My loue and duetie groefe pour fatre returne: 
A double glavneſſe hath refreſht my ſoule; 

One, that you line, and one, to ſee pour kate 

Lokes freſhly howloeuer podꝛe in ſtate. 

And, Myfather Foꝛtunatus, + thus bzane? (comes bꝛane. 
Sha. Tis no wonder to ſte a man bꝛaue, but a wonder how he 
Fortunat. Dere Andelocta and ſonne Ampedo, 

And my pooze ſeruant Shaddow: plume pour ſpirits 

TUith light-wingd mtrth: foꝛ Foztunatus hand 

Can now powꝛe golden ſhowꝛes into their laps, 

That ſometimes ſcoʒn d him fo2 his want of gold. 

Woyes, Jam rich, and you ſhall nere be pooꝛe; 

Ware gold, ſpend gold, we all in gold will fer de, * i} 

Nov ts your ſather Foztunate indtede. | " nj 

' Audel,, Father; be not angrie, if J ſet open the windowes 

of my mind: 3 dcubt foz all-pour bꝛagging, vou le pꝛooue like® 17 

molt of our gallants in Famagoſta, that haue a rich outſive,q- | 

a beggerly mſide, and line Pules weare gay trappings, and 

good Ueluet foote-clothes on their batkes, yet champe on- 

the Jren bitte ofpenurie, J meane,wantcopne: Pougtlo our 
earcs withatalke of Gold, but J pꝛap dazell our eres with 
the maieſtie of it. 
Fort. Firſt will J wake your fences with the ſound 
Of — ſwete muſicke:tell me what pou heare? 
Amp, Belieue me, Sir, 3 hcare not any thing. 

Andel. Pa, ha, ha. S hart, J thought as much, if 1 heare 
any gingling, but ol the purſe ſtrings v goe flip, ap, flip, flap, 
flip, flap, would J were turnd into a flip-flap, and ſolde to the 

Butchers. | 

Fort. Shaddow: Ile trie thine eares, harke doſt rattle? 

Shad. Pes, like tine ble w Beanes in a blew bladder, rat⸗ 
tie bladder, rattle: vo ur purſe is like my bellie, th ones ith- 
gut money, th other without meates 

Fort. Bid pour eyes blame the erroz of your cares: 


C2 vou 
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Pou miſbeleeuing Pagans, ſee, heres gold, 
Ten golden pieces: take them, Ampe do. 
Dold, Andelocia, here are ten foz thee. = 
4 Ampe. Shaddow , theres one fag the, pzonive the fode. 
Fort. Stap, boy: hold, had. here are ten fo: the. (famine. 
Shad, Ten maſter: then defiaunce to Foztune,e a Fig fo; 
Fort. Now tell me, wags, hath my purſe gold o no? 
Andel. Mee the wags haue gold, Father; but I thinke - 
theres not ons Angoll moze wagging in this ſacred Temple; 
Why this is rare: Saddow, ſiue will ſerue thy turne, giue me 
th other ſiue. e | 
Sad. Nay, ſoft maſter , liberalitie dyed long agoe: J (& 
fome rich beggers are neuer well, but when they be crauing: 
ten Duckets are like my ten fingers, they will not ieo- 
Pard a ioynt foz you: J am yours, and theſe are mine if J part 
from them, J ſhall neuer haue part ot them. 
Amp. Father, if heauen haue bleſt pou once againe, 
Let not an open hand diſperſe that ftoze; 
Which gone; lifes gone: fo2 all treadedowne the pre 
Fort. Peate, Ampeds: talke not ofpouertic, 
Difdaine, my boyes, to kille the tawnie chekes 
Olk leane neceſlitie: make notinguirte, f 
Bow ame rich: J am t ich, let that ſutfice; 
There are ſowꝛe leathern bags truſt full ol gold: 
Thoſe ſpent, ile fill you moze: goe lads, be gallant: 
' Shine in the flreetes of Cypꝛus like two ſtarres, 
And make them bow their knees that once did ſpurne pou; 
Ftfoꝛz to effect ſuch wonders gold can turne you: 
Bzane it in Famagoſta, o2 els where, 
Ale trauell to the Turkiſh Emperour: 
And then ile reuell it with Pꝛeſter John, 
Ds banquet with great Cham of Tartarie, EP 
And trie what frolicke Court the Souldan keepes; | 
Ile leane pou pꝛeſentlp: teare off thele.rags, 
- Glitter, my boxes like Angels, that the world 
Map (whiilc our life in pieaſures circle romes) 
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bring à tree withgreene and withered leaues mingled toge= |} 


Old Fortunatus- | = ö 
Wonder at Foztunatus and ja ns. - | 
Andel. Come, Shaddow: now le trete. 
Shad. Doe,maſter,but take heede of beggerle, kxcunt, | 


Muſickſounds:; Enter vice with a gilded face, and hornes | 
on her head: her garments long, painted before with luer 
halfe moones, increaſing by licle and lirle, till they come to tùe 
full: in the midſt of the in Capitall letters this ritten: C RE S- f 
CIT E V ND O: her garment painted behind wich fooles 
faces & diuels heads: and vnderneath it in the midſt this vt: - 
ten, Ha, Ha, He : ſhe and others wearing gilded vilards, and 
attirde like deuils, bring out a faire tree of Gold with apples os 
tt : after her comes V ertue, a coxecombe on her head, all uu 
white before, and this written about the middle: Srbs ſapu:her 
attire behind painted with Crownes,& Lausell ſtuc 
full ot ſtarres, held out by hands, thruſt out of bright clou | 
and among them thus wratten, Domindbitar aftris : Shee and 
other Nimphes all in white with coxecombs on their heads, 


ther, and litle fruit on it: after her Fortune, one bearing her 

Wbheele, another her Globe; and laſt, che Prieſt. — 

Fortune. Pouminiſters of Mertue, Tice, ard Foztune, 

Teare off this vpper garment of the carth, N 

And in her naked boſome ſticke thele tries. 
Vertue. Bom many kingdomes haue J meaſured, 

Onely to finda Climat. apt to cheriſh 

Theſe withering bzaunchesebut no ground can pzwue 

Do ine (ay mee) none doe vertue lone; 


Ile, trie this ſople; if here J linewiſe fave, b 

To hrauen ile flie, from whence 3 tobe my birth, 

And tel the Gods, J am baniſht from the earth, 
Vice. Uertue, Jamſwozne thy foe: if there thou plant, 

Here oppoſite to thine, my tree ſhall lozilh, 

And(astherunning wod· hund) ſpzead her armes, 

To cyoke thy withering boughes in their embzace, 

Ale dziue ther from this wozld: were Ucrtue lied, 
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|| Wieas an Angel ſhouldbehononted. = by 
Fort. @eruitts of this neee, Sata 
K Applie your talke-whil® von are labour ug: 
| 1 Lo make your paines ſeeme ſhoꝛt our pꝛieſt ſhall ng, 
„ The ſong: whlfthe ſings, the reſt ſer the 

1 trees iitothe c arch, the mY 
| Prieſt, Uertnes bzaunches wither, vertue pines, 5 
| D pittie, pittie, andalacke the time, 
ice doth flo2iſh, Uice in gloze ſhines, 
| | Yer gilded boughes aboue the Cedar clime. 
| ute hath golden chekes, Dpittie, pittir, 
| She in eue ry land doth monarchize. 
1 
f 
f 
[ 


Uertue is erilde from cuery Cittie, 

Uertue is a fle, Uice onely wiſe. 

O pittie, pittie, Nertuc 

Uice laughs to ſe her faint{ alacke the time) 8 

This ũnckes: with painted wings the other flies, 

Alacke that beſt ſhould fall and bad ſhouldclime, 

O pittie, pittie, pittie, mourne, not ſing, 

Vice is a Saint, Ugrtue an vnderuing. 

Uice wh, floziſh, Mice mglone ſhines, 

ics bꝛaunches wither, Uertue pines, 

F5rt. Floatth oꝛ wither, Foztunecares not which, 

In eithers — 02 height our Eminente 

Shines equall to the Sunne: the Ducenc of chance 

Both vertuous ſoules and vicious dothaduance. * | 

' Zhele ſhadowes ol pour ſelues thall (like your ſelues,) 

| - Strwe to make men enamoured al their beauties, 

» This grouc ſhall be our te mple; and hencefozth. 
1 conſecrated tour deities. | 
Vert. How few will come and knelc at vertues ſhꝛine⸗ ; 

Vice. This contents vertue, that ſhe is cal d omius, | 
Fort. Poꝛe Uertue, Foztune grieues to ſee thy lokes 

"Want cunning to infice: hy hang theſe leaues, 

As laſe as Autumnes haire (whichevery wind, 

En mockerte blowwes ſtom his rotten vzowes?) 


weeping dies. 


l 
1 
. 


. 


Why: 


d Fortimatus. 


Uhr like a dʒzunkard art thou pointed ate 
hy ts this Motlep - ſcazne (ct on thy head? 
Mhy ſtands typ wide open, but none in it? 
Ayr are the Chaiſtall nene 
Not wozne, nat kr bd went Allisfoathis,: .. 
Lecaule thy pꝛidę is to wear baſe atties, 1.911 n 
Becauſe thine epes flamenot . 

Vert. Uertue ig taixeſt 4 

Fort, me fwle, tis not this badge ofparitits 
N02 fn OT thy Y.15;1 20 lie? ' 


No: ANI the are hate pe bath 


And met his firft „ n 300 008 e 
On Crutches wentthis nend int ner. 43> 
Now it lies —— growne (o od, 
That its growne young, ti tisa childagaine, 
A childich foule it hath, tis a mere wle : 8 
And fwles and childzen are well pleaſde with toyes 
So mult this woꝛld, with ſhewes it maſt be pleaſed. 
Then Uertue, bup a golden face like Nice, 
In avg g thy boſome full a filucr Pones, | 
ote N pay „As thoſe increaſe, 

As the bꝛight ne li elles in her pearied Spheare, 
So wealth and plealures them to heauen ſhallreare! | 


Vert. Uertue ab ares ko weare a bozrowed face. | 
Vice. — fi | 2 
Vert. ac di 


And J am . fo ear 


. 


by 
be 0 


Fort, Poürne in that pzide g die all the wozld hates thee. a 
—— thonngy the wozlds . 


Vert. Not all, ile w 
Miſedome 3 knowbath with her-bleſled wings 
Ficd to ſome boſcrmge; if J meete that bed, 
There ile erea my temple, and there reſt. 


F02iuneno2 Uice, ſhall then ere haue the power, 
(By their loſe eves) to intice my Paramour; 


Then will J caſt ott᷑ this dolcowitie, - 


in a poe arayp. eb won. 


To taſte this fx 
Teen ſhapes hatibe 


Is as a mall point in Geometrie, 


To turne thatwozld: and (turn d) againe to part i 
Into large kingdomes, and within one moment, 
To carrie Foztunatus on the wings 

Ok aaiue thought, many a thouſand miles. 


omedie of 


And vine inglozie, and triumph to ſe = 
You conquerd af my fete,that tread on me. 
Fort. Uertue begins toquarrell: Uice, farewell. 
Vice. Stap, Foztume,whilft within this Grone we dwel, 


I mp Angelicall and Safnt-like fozmne 


Can win ſoms amozous fols to wanton here, 
And tate the fralte of this alluring tree, 


Thus ſhall his ſawcie bzowes adozned bee, Makes does 


To make vs laugh. 

Fort. It will be rare: ade w. 

Ver. Foule hel-bzed —— Uertne Halffiriae woithpon, 
Af any be enamoured 
Their loue mult needes — | 
Men are tranſfozmed to beaſtes, feaſting with ſinne; 
But if (in ſpite of thee) their ſoules I winne, 


onthe ent 
Vice, 4 dare the doe — 

Vert. y beit tle trie. 

Fort Foztune qullinage who winneth teraigntie. 


Excunt. | 
Chorus. The wazlvto the exemferenceofheauen, 


Whoſe greatnes is ſo little, that a lefe 
Carnot be made: into that narrow rome, 


Pour guicke imaginations we muſt charme, 


Suppoſe then ſince you laſt beheld him here, 


That you haue ſaild with him vpon the ſeas, 


And le apt with him vpon the Allan ſhoes, 


Beene feaſfed with him in the Tartars palace, 
And all the Courts of each Barbarian kings: 
From whence (being cald by ſome vnluckte ſfarre,) 


Fo; 


Old Fortunatus. 


(For happines never continues long) | 
Helpe me to bring him backe to Arragon; > 
Where for his pride (Niches make all men proud 
On a slight quarrel], bp a covetous Earle, — 
Fortune's dear minion ig imprisoned: 
There thinke pou gee him sit with folded armes, 7 

Teares dropping downe his cheekes, his white hairs 

His legges in rusty fetters; and his tongue 5 15! | 

Bitterly curs ing that his squint⸗eide soule f 

Did not make choice of wisedome's Sacred love; 

Fortune (to triumph in unconstancie), 

From prison bailes him; (libertie is wild) 

For being set free. he like a lustie cagle, 

Cuts with his ventrous feathers through the skie, 

And lights not till he finds the Turkish court. 

Thither transport pour epes, and there behold him, 

Nevelling with the Emperour of the East; 

From whence (through feare) for saſegard of his Une, 

(Flying into the armes of ugly night, 

Supposc pou sce him brought to Babplon; 

And that the Sunne (clothed all in fire) hath rid 

One quarter of his hot celestial wap 

With the bright morning, and that in this ingtant, 

De and the Soldan mcete, but what they gay, 

Listen pou, the talke of liings none dare bewrap, | Exit. 
Enter the Soldan, his Noblmen, and Fortunatus. 
Sould. Art thou that Fortunatus, whose great name, 

- Being carried in the Lharriot of the winds, 

Has ſild the Courts of all our Asian Liings,. > 

With love and envie, whose dear presente tyes 

The eyes of admiration to thine epes? 

Art thou that Jove that in a shower of gold 

 Appearedst before the Turkish Emperour? 
Fort. J am that Fortunatus, mightie Souldan. 
Sould, 1 is that purge wbich threw abroad guch 
treagure* 


D N Fort. 


. 25 hm 8 
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Fort. J gave it to the Turkish Soliman, 
A getond J bestomed on Prester John, 
A third the great Tartarian Cham received: 
For with these Monarches have J banquetted, 
And rid with them in triumph through their courts, 
In crpstall Charriots drawne by Unicornes. | 
England, Fraunce, Spaine, and welthy Belgia, 
And all the rest of Europs blessed daugbters, 
Have made mp covetous epe rich in th' embrace 
Of their celestiall beautics; now J come 


To gee the glorp of faire Babylon. 


Js Fortunatus wel-come to the Soldan? 
For Jam like the Sunne, if Jove once chide, 


Mn gilded browes ſrom amorous beaven J hide. 


Sould. Most welcome; and most happie are mine 
In circling Such an earthly deitie: armes 
But will not Fortunatus make me blesged 
Vp Sight | of guch a purse? 

Fort. Ere J depart, 


The Soldan shall receive one at my hands: 
For J must spend some time in framing it, 
And then some time to breathe that vertuous Spirit 


Anto the heart thereof, all which is don 


« .a + 


„ 0 %o _ 6. at. ts 


Swi ball of | gold that Set all Coup on fire; 


By a most Sacred inspiration. | 
Sould. Welcome, most welcome, to the Holdangeourt; 


7 Stay here, and be the Ring of Babplon, 


Stan here, and J will more amaze thine eyes 
With wondrous sights, then can all A Sia. 


Behold pon towre, there stands mine Armourie, 
In which are Corsicts forg'd of beaten gold, 


To arme ten hundred thousand ſighting men, 


Whose glittering sqaudrons when the Sunne beholds, 


They sceme like to ten hundred thousand J oves, 
When Jove on the proud backe of thunder rydes, 
Trapt all in lightning flames: there can J shew thee 


There 


Olde Fortunatus. 


There 1 g the ſkarſe of Tupids mother, 
Snatcht from the dorf Aue ofher arme, on 
To wꝛap about Adonis wounded thigh; 25 
* 5 95 bene 

| d 
8 N 


2 wh 
e — 


An nulicketc q 

Ile giue th&els the fanneg 
Wpich in reward (mA — vat 
 Theblack-bzou ti 322820 U. 
Being come to fe be . | onde en in. 10 2 


Fort, Path euer moz ch 1 


The mightte Soul 


Pꝛouided A ma ſe 
. Sould, 5 


5 


Fort. come 


EIT 


| he 9g 
Of this inetivable * 
But vou: and yct but that von c weare 
By her white hand, that lent you ſuch a name, 
Co leae a waudzou purſe in Babylon. 
DO 22 Neon 


—— 
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Fort. Cha: 7 hate 0 Nu NI 
{ But now vacate; The tice; 13) &f 
| U Sculd. I thinac nd! 20; (tes dif A 
. Fore. Noneliſte ell. what needs thiptealonfte: 
ald. Yon lie tis pe in ſhew; did J wa 9 
— could beget chern enge og wo:tbs-u 5. 
ues not this Bat, eldpfvporyt 
I (onelp with ail — - 
4 in a tente net Het 2 
id over lands to any ſetee te placs: 
Vp this J ſteals toeueryPhinceseor 
Ano heare theirppiaſtotomiielouih 
All daungers which e BW len er 
By — — , 
| Though whenthedxavfulfA 
A am niſtant from che place 
— — 
The Sculoan wertzaf atmen 
Fort. — Har hens 
 Wrheres he hat mant ie 
Sould. Dead, and ite whole 
| Pelos net a wohklidhthatranfy 
For. Nodoes?by what trick ſha 
ce thinkes, me thinkes;w 
And ouer lands, the heauitiefe thereot'- 
Should waigh youvowne;d2oivne you, oz bzeake rr 
dould. No, tis mot "phe (pert any Vi beſide: | 
0 Vour hand ſhall pe iſe it. | | 
| For. Oh, tis wondꝛous heauie. 
| Sould. Fic, pa're deteaud trie it vpen pour head, 
Fort. Would J were now in Cypꝛus with my ſons, Exit. 
Sould. Stay, Foztunatus ſtap, Jam vnrone. 5 
3 Ttealon, Loꝛdsz reaſon, get me win 5, lle tile 


1 N . 
— — —— — — — — — —_ A — 93 * 


Ws 


131 | 
| 


a 
* 
* nn 
S 8 
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Enter Nobles. 


Nob. cube wongs the mightie Nin of es or 
ould, 


| 1 Atter this damn d Traytoz thzoughkhe ay2e. 


4 to 4) 
1 * 


Sould : This Foztuatu tus, this ent wm yotir king”? | 
 Nobh« Lorhe the Court gatex, where is the binetf bid? 
Soul o gates no grates of Jron impꝛiſon him, | 
Ache a Pagician bzeakes heth:oughthe ci ms 
Wearing meioule with bun, los that zwengen, n 
I am dead, and all is daoſſe in | nar rented; 
he after m, tis vame;'on 1 
ene eee, * 
Nobl. What the gewel that your grace path lot 
Sould. that troubies meal Mo not king; 
e — — Pris | 
99 He nd 934913 
A? Enter Aneldcia very galant ng Stg deb at 
Andel, Shaddewe what haue J lutte day at dice? | 
Shad, Ypoze then vou Will wilt agatit . i 
Andel. & hüt, ybw eo Me 1 
Shad. At temes ton 0  Pott haßt 
and when a mans wilted "whit he mil 
pounds wo;th u, wylty mount 
p;vues nothing ede g 2 1 
Andelo, wy Nutpert pe a | 
Sha. Marrie fir,that he is an alle tha kielte f ne 
Bae eimete cs | ee ee 
Shad. A ſhould nem mant pad burden am not far. 
Andel. — kisten 4 
Sad. Its happie J haut Nene in 15 nere | 
nene; fo2 when ycur mon | 4 172 
and everfince cu baue bene! 105 tom p pot ruh, 1 


bezrow a dans oſ him. 518 f: 
Enter Keds: e e 1 
Arolsen wenne, man, rs inihitetals, 
A te like the Cuct®, baly cnce a e an We | 
lep (0deere,and ſwiles fs go pe | 
- Andel, Bother, all 


"Shad. Chetes a ratling eiten, T nit fe 1 
Adel, Jeu met be en eee ae, | { 
D 3 1 


ö 
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ke ſo ſtraunge, andpart will came aft, la: it vou will barre 
mee from ſquare play, doe: come tome, when the old trauel⸗ 
ler my Father comes home, like a young Ape, fulloffantaſ- 
ticnke trickes, oʒ a painted Parrat ſtucke full af outlandiſh 
+ feathers, hele leade the wozldin a ſtring, and then(Uke ahot 
ſhot) Jlecharge and gealle :;.:-. 15 
| Shad. A waulpbe maſter;toſe that day:to2 deleaves 
the wozld in aflring that goes ta hanging, (lvave youſo? 
And. TakehgdeJ turne nat that head into the woꝛld, and 
Buꝛother wilt be? Bay ane ends of Ga oz Suuer: 
Amp. Thus wantonregelling hꝛerdeg heggerie. 
| Bzother,twere better that you fill lin d pooꝛe. 
| Ear! wen ee bt deen Cor 
| Swell eee 
| 


— like a iy phos pms Mariner 


hann! my 
af he ſencn Palhersta 
Shad. = 9 — 


d üs — 


21. 
35 229 


- 


| cbt 
| Ra: RE engl P 
I. i a feaſt of ſtraunge opinion, tis an oʒzdinarie that our greateſt 
7 gallants e, ente _— be vo foz 3 


WY 


Old Forrunams 


8 
Shad, Covetouſneſſe and lecherie are two dinels,they® | 
tempt a man wave thzouph dape matters:Nle doo though | 
gd chears —— ren nn Ape 

An to A with a full 

Shad. Oh ſamins, inſpirt me e 
A begin, maſter. | 

Amp. O miſerable inuocation, * 
Andel, fatlence. /' 4 

Shad. — VVV 
' a Yoaſe, a Hound, 03a Whoze; the Ychſe by his 
his head euer in the maumger; the Whoze with your ill will | U 
Has her hand aner in your purle ; anda hungrie Wange eates | x 
durtie puddings. / ow. 

Andcl, This is pound, fozwardetbe concluſion of his 

Shad. The tonciuũ um ia piaine: Fos unte all men tote dne 
dt cheſe ther monſters, e therefoze | | 
all men loue hunger. \ 1 

Amp. A very leane argument. . 

Shad. I can mate it no ſatter. : | 
! 2 Dꝛoctede, god Shaddow; this tem 

Shad. Hunger is madeofGun-powder. 

„ Andel. Giue fire to that opmion. 
Shad. Stand by, leſt it blow vou op hungriomanent | 
Gun powder, un- poder Sk | 8 


though one walles; hunger in a grindllone, if tharpens 
hunger is fuller of lone then „ fozitmakes a maneats 


bimlſelfe;h was the firſt that euer open'd a Cokes 
Cakes the firft that euer made ſawce; ſawce being lic 
lickes vp gd mente; igovd mente pzeſerues lite; Vunget ! 
therefozepeſerueshifo. : 11 
Amp. By myconfenttheu thould#Lill line by hunger, | 
Shad, Not ſo, hunger makes no man'moztall: hungert ia 
an excellent Phyſitton:foz hee dares kill any body : re | 
one of the ſeuen liberall ſciences. 1 
Aadcl, D learued: Which or the ener? 


Shad. 


0 . 
— =” RT OO oben oe PS: + 
I 4 5 — 


 Faniagoſfa. 


Cie. 
And. beben a miau there h, Flr tust e 


Zaggeke drawing. „ ˖ pred 


' pdung nauice nem tome to his lands; foz all thoſe wil wer 


The Come die of 
Shad. Muſicke, 02 ſhele make a man leape at a cut: 


bat, as te w care fo; her fir: ſtſters. ſo none toue to daunce ał⸗ 
ter her pipe: Hunger, maſter, is n u 


fozethe Cruſadg. 

Andel. ut ha thou ud ſharper tua ns then this? 
Shad, Pes one: tbe dagger taTypzushad neuer ſtabd aut 
ſuch üxe penie pipes, but foz hunger. 
And. Ahp, vou dolt, theſe pies are but in theit minoꝛity. 

Shad. Py belly and my purſe haue biene twentie times af 


| Enter For .* 
Ampe. Peace, Aotat, peace, ay Father i returns.” 
Fort. Touch mee nat, bopes, J am nothing but aye, let 
ſpeake to me, t ill pou haue markt me won 
Shad. Q ſpeake vour mind. 
a Willains, mh hait thonchalkt my Fathors backe 
Shad, Dnely ta marke him, t ta trie what colour aire is ol. 
Fort. Regard him not, Ampedo: Andelotia, Shaddowe? 
view me, am J as you are, 02am tranſfo2zm'd? :- - _ (file. 
And. I thought trauel would turne my tather, mad man oz. 
Amp. How ſheuld vou be traniromm o I ſano chaunge. 
Shad. If pour wits be not planet ſtrucken it your bꝛaines 
lie in their right place, vou are well inough; __ your bevy is 
little mended by your fetching fegartes. * 
Audel. Mer thintzes, father , you lone as you viv,onely 
r is moze witheredz. 
ort. Thats not my fault, age is line loue;it cannot be hid. 
Shad, Oz like Gun-powder a fre, oztitea fole;02 like 


of what houſe they come: now fir, you map amptitle.; - 
Fort. Shaddow, turne thy tongue toaſhawwsiw;; veMent: 


Bopes be pꝛoud, your Father hath the whole wozid in this 


- compaſſe, Jam all felicitie, vpto the bummes. Ina minute 
am à came from Babylon, Abaue bene this yalfe howꝛe in 


U 
111 
2 


Olde Fortunatus. 3 


Shad. Tis their deſtinte: the Fates doe fo tonſpfre. 0 


Fort. J haue tut th:ough the ay2e Hkea Falcon; J weuld 
haue it ſeme ſtraunge to vou. 


Shad. Do it does, Sir. 
Fort. But tis true: would not haue powbeliene if neither, | 
Shad. No moe we doe not, Sir. | 
Fort, But tis miracnlons's true: deftre to (ie you, zought 
me to Cypꝛus; ile leaue pou mo: e Gold, and goe viſite moze | 
Countries. (tome viſit vs. 
Sha. Leaue vs gold indugh, and wo le malte all Countries 
Amp. The froſtie hand of age now nips pour bicud, 
And rie her \nowte flowers vpon pour head 
And giue vou warning that within few rv eres, | 
Death nerdes mult marrie you:thoſeſhou lines minutes, 
That d2ibble aut pour life, mult nerdes be ſpent, 
In peace not trauell: reſt in Cypꝛus then. 
Could pou ſuruaie ten woꝛlds, vet pon muſt die; 7 
And bitter is the ſ werte thats reapt thereby. 
And. Faith father, what pleaſure haue you met by wal 
king vour ſtations: | 
Fort. What pleaſure , boy? J haue reueld with kings, 
daunc'd with Queenes, dallied with Ladies, wozne ſtraunge 
attires, ſcene fantaſticoes, tonuerſt with humoꝛiſts, beene 
rautſht with diuine raptures of Doziek, Lidian and Phzigt- 


an harmonies, J haue {ſpent the day in triumphes , and the 
night in banquettu 7K. 


Andel. Oh ſrare: this was heauenly. 
Shad. Me ſthinkes t'was horrible. | | 
Andel. He that would not be an Arabian Phenixto burne i 


in theſe ſwete fires, let him line like an Owle foz the wozld 
to wonder at. 


Amp, Why, bꝛother, are not all thefe vanities: | 
Fort. Uamties? Ampedo, thy ſoule is made of lead, foo |: 
dull, fo popu dus to mount vp to the inconipzchentlble Glo! || 
rie, th an aue ll lifts men to. | 
Shad. l. Mpalde maſters ſoule is Cozke and feathers, and 
. S | being 
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deing ſo light doth eallly mount vp. 


Ande, Sweten mine eares, god father, with ſomo moꝛe. 
Fort. When in the warmth of mine owne countries armes 


le vawon d like fluggards, when this ſmall Pozizon 


Impziſon'd vp my body, then mine eres 
Moꝛchipt theſe clouds as bꝛighteſt; but, my bopes, 
The gliſtring beames which doe abzoad appeare, 


(An other heaucns) fire is not halfe ſo cleare. 


Shad. Mhy, ſir, are there other heauens in other countries: 
Andel. Peace, interrupt him not vpon thy life. 
For. Foz ſtill in all the Regions 4 haue ſcene, 

I ſcoꝛn d to crowd among the muddie thꝛong 


Of the rancke multitude, whoſe thickned bzeath, 


Like to condenſed Fogs doe choake that beautie, 
Which els would dwell in every kingdomes cheke. 


Ho, J ftill boldly ſtept into their Courts, 


Foz there to liue tis rare, O tis diuine; 
There ſhall pou ſ& faces Angelicall. 

Chere ſhall you ſe tropes of chaſt Goddeſſes, 
Whoſe ftar-like eyes haue power, (might they Cill wine) - 93 
To make night day, and day moze chꝛiſtalline. 


'Neere theſe you ſhail behold great Heroes. 


White headed Countelloꝛs and Joutall ſpirites, 
Standing like fierte Cherubins fo gard 
The Ponarch, who in God-like glozie fits. 


In midſt ol thele, as if this deitie 


Had with a loke created a new woꝛld; 
The ſtanders bp, being the faire wozkemanthip, 
Andel. Oh how my ſoule is rapt to a third heauen. 
Zie trauell ſure, and liue wich none but kings. 
Shad. Then Shaddow mult dic among knaues; and pet 


uuhy ſoꝛ in a bunch of Cards, knaues waite vpon the kings, 


And, When J turne king, then ſhalt thou waitc on me. 
Shad, Well, theres nothing unpeſſible:a bog has von 


and bo haue you. 


Amp. But tell me. lather, haue Een in all courts 
Beheld 


Old Fortinet. 


 Beheld ſuch glorie, ſo maieſticall ? 
In all perfection ? no way blemithed ? | 


Fort. Jn ome Courts ſhall you cee ambition G 


Sit pieting Dedalus old waxen wings, 
But being clapt on, and they about to flie, 

Euen when their hopes are buſled in the clouds, 
They melt againſt the Sunne of majeſtie, 

And downe they tumble to deſtruttion : 
For ſince the heavens ſtrong azmes teach kings to tand, 
Angels are placÞ about their glozious thzone, 
To gard it from tbe ſtrokes of Traitrous hands. 
By travell, boyes; J haue ſeen all theſe things, 
Fantaſticke complement Calkes up and downe, 
| 'Trickrt in out:landiſh Fethezs, all his words, 

His lookes, his oathes, are all ridiculous, _ 

All apiſh, childiſh, and Jtalſanare, 


Enter Fortune: after her three de- 
ſtinies working. 

Shad. J know a medicine for that maladie. 

Fort. By travell, boyes, J have ſeen all theſe things. 
Andel. And theſe are Cghtes for none, but gods + kings, 
Shad. Peg, and for Chriſten creatures, if they be not blind, 
Fort. In theſe two hands doe J gripe all the world. 
This leather purſe, and this bald woollen Har 


Hake me a Monarch: heres my Crowne and Scepter,, 


In progreſle will J now goe through the world, 

Ile cracke your ſhoulders, boyes, with bags of gold 

Ere J depart ; on Fortune's wings J ride, 

And now ſit in the height of humane pride. 
Fortune. Now, foole, thou lieſt ; wheze thy proud feete dor 


Theſe ſhal throw downe thy cold e breathleſse head. (tread 
Fort. O ſacred deitie, what unne is done All kneele. 


That deaths Jron in hould wreftle with ebe cn 
; 2 


Fortune. 
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Fortune. Thou art no ſonnne of Fortune, but her flave: 
Thy Cedar hath aſpir'd to his full heiggt. 


by Sunne like-glozie hath advaunc'd hezlelle 
nto the top of p2ides Meridian, 585 
And dvwne amgine it comes. From beggerie 
I plum'd thee like an Eſer ich, like that Eftrich 
Thou haſt eaten Metals, and abusde my giftes, - 
Haſt plaid the Ruffian, waſted that in ryots, 
Which as a bleſſing J beftowed on thee. | 
Fort. Forgive me, J will be more pꝛovident. 
Fortune. No, endleſle follies follow endleſle wealth. 


Thou hadf# thy fancie, J muſt Have thy kate, 


Which is, to die when th' art moſt fortunate. 
This inckie thread thy ugly ſinnes have ſpun, 
Black life, black death: faſter that it were don. 
Fort. Oh, let me live, but till J can redeeme. 
Fortune. The deſtinies denie ther longer like. 


Fort. J am but now lifted to happinels. 


Fortune. And now take J muſt pride to taſt thee downe. 
Hadſt thou choſen wiſedome, this blacke had been white, 
And deaths terne browe could not thy ſoul afright. 

Fort. Take this againe; give-wiſedome to my lonnes, 

Fortune. No, foole,' tis now too late; as death ſtrikes thee, 


Ss ſhall their ends ſudden and wretched bee. 


oves daughters (righteous deſtinies) make hate, 

)is life hath waſtefull beene, and let it waſte. Exeunt. 
Andel. Why the por doeft thou [ſweat lo: 2 
Shad. Fot᷑ anger to [ee any of Gods Creatures have ſuch 

filthie faces as thele Semſters had that went hence. 1 
Andel. Semfters ? why, vou aſſe, they are deſtinieg. 
Shad. Indeede, if it be ones deſtinie to have a filthie lace, 

J know no remedie but to goe maſkt and trie, Woe worth 

Amp. Why droopes my father? theſe are onely ſhadowes, 


Rai d by the malice of ſome enemie,; -- | 
To fright your life, o're which they have no power, 


Shad, 


4 


ee rn 
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Shad, Shaddowe z? J defie their kinred. | 

Fort. O Ampedo, J faint - helpe me, my ſonnes, 

Andel. Shaddow, 4 pꝛay thee runne and call moze helpe. 

Shad. It that deſperate Don Dego death hath tane vp the 
Cudgels onte, heres neuer a Fenter in Typws dare take my 
old maſters part. 

Andel. Bunn, villaine,cail moꝛe helpe. bs 

Shad. Bid him thanke the deſtinies fo? this. Nit 

Fort. Let him Tzincke downe, e die betweene pour armes. 
Helpe comes in vafne. No hand can conquer Fare, 
This inſtant is the laſt of my lifes date. 

This Eoddeſſe (if at leaſt thee: be 4 goddeſſe) 

Names her ſelfe Foztune: wandzing in a wood, 

Halfe kamicht, her J met. J haue, quoth hee, 

Sire gikts to ſpend vpon mortalitie, 

liſedome, ſtrength. health, beautie, long life and piches, 
Out ot my bountie one of theſe is thine, © 

Amp. What benefit did from your choyce ariſe ? 
Port. Liften,my lonnes: In this (mall compaſſe _y 
'Jnfinite'trealure: this (hee gaue to mee, 

And gaue to this, this verrue, Take (quoth thee). 

So often-as from/hence thou Nawlt thy band, 

'Ten golden peeces of that kingdomes co 

Mhere er'e thou liu ſt, which plenteous fur? it Let, 

"After thy death, till thy ſonnes lines dog waſte, | 
Aadel. Father, your choice was rare, the gift diuine, 

Fort. It had beene co, if riches had beene mine. 
Amp. But hath this golden vertue neuer fallde? 

Fort. Neuer. 

Andelo. O admirable: heare s a fre 
Hath power to thaw the very heart of death, 

And giue ſtones lite, by this moſt lacred death, 
See bꝛother, heres all Jndia in my hand. 

Fort. Inherite pou (my Sonnes) that golden 1nd. 
This Hat J/bzought away from Babylon, 
J robd the Souldan of it, tis a prize. 
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Much ſhame, much grieke, "much daunger kollowes you, 


' deft; and with them cloſevp your teares,whillt J (ag all yon: 
.ger dzothers doe) ſhift fox my lelfe: let vs mourne, becauſe 


perour. 
5 True griefe is dumbe, though it hath open eares. 
good vrterante fot ft: Bob on, brother mine, wh lick vou gh 


Old Fortunatus. 


Woh twentie Empires. Jn this Jewell lies. 
Andel. How, father? Jewell? call vou this a Jewell? It's 
courſe Wool, a bald faſhion, and greaſie ro the bim; J haue 
bought a better Felt fo2 a French crowne koztie times: Df 


what vertuous blocke is this Har, J pray? 
*ort. Set it vpon thy head, and with a wich, 


Thou in the moment on the winds ſwift wings, 


Shalt be tranſpozred into any place. 
- Andel. A wiſhing Hat, and a golden mine? 

For. O Andelocia, Ampedo, now dearth | 
Sounds his third lommons: J muſt hence: theſe Jewels 
To both J doe bequeath; diuide them not, 

But vſe them equatly; neuer bew2ay 
What vertues are in them; fo2 if vou doe, 


Peruſe this booke: farwell: behold in me 


The rotten ftrength ot pzxoud-monralitie. Dyes. 


Ampe. His ſoute is wandzing to the Elizium ſhades. 


Andel. The flow1e thats freſh at noone, at Sun⸗ſet fades. 
Byother,cloſe you downe his eyes, becauſe you were his el- | 


hees dead, dut mourne the leſle, becauſe he cannot reuiue: the 
honour we can doe him, is to burie him copally, lets about it 
then, koz ile not melt my ſelfe to death with ſcalding ughes, 
noꝛ dꝛop my ſoule out at mine eyes, were my father an Em- 


Amp. Hence, hence, thou ſtop'Þ the ride of my true teares. 
Andel. Yet God [end my griete a tongue, that J may haue 


there, ile ut c read what Storie iy tather has witten here, 


They both fall aſleepe : Fortune and a companie of Sa- 
tyres enter with Muficke, and playing about Fortunatus bo- 


dy, take them away; They gone, Saddow enters running. 
Shad. 
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dnad. J tan get none, A can find. none: where are pou, | 
maſter: Baue 3 tane vou napping: and you tw? J ſee ſozrowes 
cyc-livs are made of a Do2-moule ſkin, they ſeldome open, oʒ 
ef a miſers parſe, that's alwaics ſhut: So ho, maſter. 
Andel. fhaddow, why how now? whats the matter? 
Shad. J tan get none Hir, tis impoſſible. 
Amp, Qhat is impoſſible? what cant not get: 
Shad, No helpe foz my old maſter. | 
Andel. Yaſt thou bene all this while calling foz hclpe? | 
Sha, Yes ſir: he ſcoꝛnd all Famagoſta when he was in his 
buffing, and now hee lies puffing. fog wind, they ſapthey 
fcozne him. OE | h OR 
Amp. The poyſon of their ſcozne infects not him; 
Ve wants no helpe. Se where he bꝛeathles lies: 
zother, to what place haue du bone his body: 
Andel. Abcare it: J toucht it net. 
Amp. B03 : a leaden ſlumber pꝛeſt niine ce. 
Shad, MAhether it were lead oz lattin that 'haſptvowne |" 
thoſe winking calements, J knowe not, but J found you || 


* 


both ſnozting. 15 | Ire 
. Amp. And inthat ſlerpe (me thaught) J heard the tunes 
„Pf ſullen paſſions apt foz Funerals, e 
4 And ſaw mp Fathers liueleſſe body bonne ; if 
a By Datyzes: O J feare that deitte . I 
ej  PathNFfolne him hence, that Snudgehis deſtinie. = 
it And. J fearc bes ryſen againe, didſt not thou mitte himz 
A Shad. Jr? doe pouthinke this white and red durſt haue 
N. kiſt my ſwirte cherkes, if they had ſcene a ghoſt? But, maſter, 


il the deſtinies, 02 Foꝛtune, oꝛ the Fates, oz the Fay2ies haue 
ſtolne him, neuer indite them fo2 the Felonte: foz by this 
mcanes the charges of a Tombe is ſau d, and vou being his 
heyzes, may doe as many rich Trecuto2s doe, put that money. 
in pour purſes, and giue out he dyed a begger. | 
Andel. Away,you Reague, my Father die a begger? 
Ale build a Tombe foz him ol maſſie Gold, . 
Shad. Pe thinkes, maſter, it were better tolefthememozy 
| — | af 


\ 


Faſex allih 


Ale haue the purſe faz a vtere, vou the Hat, and as much gold, 
ds poulc aſße; 4 when meg ends, ite refigne, and 
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ok him ſhine in his owne vertues (ifhee had ane) than ft Ala- 


blaſter. 
Andel, Fſhallmangle that A! ablaſferface,you whbzel on 


vertuous vice. 


Shad, Ye has a Parble heart, that can mitgle a rate ot 


Alablaſtcr. 


Andel, 3z0ther, come, tome, mourne not, dur Father is 


but ſlept to agree with Charon foz his boate hyzeto Citztum, 
Ser, hercs a Stozie of all his trauels; this boke hill come 
out with a new Addition: Ile treade aftcr my Fathers ſteps; 


lle goe meaſure the woꝛld, therefoze lets ſhare thefe Jewels, 
take this oꝛ this, 
Amp. Will pou then violate our Fathers Will: 
Andel. Apuritane: kœpe à dead mans Mill: Inderd in 
the old time, when men were buried in ſoft Church- pardes,. 
that their Ghofts might riſe, it was god: but, bꝛother, now 
they are impꝛiſond in ſtrong Bꝛick and Parble, they are faſt: 
gare not: away, away, theſe are folerics gulleries, trumpe⸗ 
es;  bercs this oꝛ this, oꝛ J am gon with both. 
inp, Doc as vou pleaſe, the ſinne ſhall not be mine. 
ſe things pꝛaphane, that are diuine. 
re you content to weare the Jewels by furnes? 


tap youu 
| 85 Jam content to benre all ate * Exic. | 
cl, Jſhouldjerus this bearing Aﬀe rarelynow, if 4 
won load him, but J will not, thbugh conſciente bee (like 
cke) ſeldame vled, (foꝛ ſo it does Tealt hurt) pet tle take 


. adzamoof it: thi {62 him, and ſome gots: this foꝛ ne ::fo2 ha⸗ 


rg this mint about me, I chall want no withing Cap: gold 
is an Eagle, that can flit to any place, and like death, that 
dares ener at places. 
Dhad dow, will bau tranell with me; 5 

S ha. I ſhal neuer ſadge with p yumoz becauſe 3 cannot lie. 


AR POL ASHLA, wale vidt all the kings board rf 2 
Sha 


11 
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Shad, He wemuy, , and rerurnedolty home, but what tall * 
er 


we learne by tr 
Andel. 


Shad. Thath a bealtly diccate: me chinkes its detter ſtay · 


ing in dur owne countrie. 

Andel. 
and ſee n ing? 

Shad. Nothing? yes vou ma tee things enough tor 
what can — ſee abcoad that is nor at home? The lame 
Sunne cals pou vp. in the morning, and the ſame man in 
the Moone U du to bed at t, our fields are as 
greene as u „and their kroſts will nip vs 
more in winter: - birds ſing as ſweetly c our women 
are as ka ſxe: 5 Jnorher eduntries you ſhall haue one drinke 
to pou . dee kille pour hand, * ducke, heele popson 
vou: J 
and rhe abr then at home (pet God be thanked we 
DAue, P2 pꝛettie ſtore of all) but kor Punckes, wee put them 


And. Pyepare re thy ſpicit ſpirits, fo2 thou ſhalt goe with me, 
To En our ffarres direct our courſe, 
Thither the 4 of Cyprus — kings ſonne) 
8 gon to [ee the louely Agri 
yaddow, weele gaze pon ther Engliſh dame, 
And trie 1 dertue gold has to inflame. : 
22 to my p buother, then away lets flie, | 
mul be a Courtier 5 he die. 3 
Shad. Jr I 
0 


muſt, the Fates ſhall bee ſeru'd : J have 
ſeene ma —* wnes "Courtiers, then why not Shaddow ? 
Foztune, 
Enter Orleans melanchblike,; ; Galloway with him, 


am koz thee. Exit. 
a boy after thera. with a-Lute. 


Orle. Be : leaue that with me, and kene me to 
my [elfe, if aſke fo: me, ſweare to him J am licke, 


N pak gor E. wi thee 19 5 me.. 


Boy. J am gon, S Exit. 


w In mine ownecountrie? like a Cage-birde 


ou tall meere moze fooles, and alles, 


Orle. 
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Orle. This muſicke-makes me but 


O, Agrippna. 


Gall. Gentle kriend, no moꝛe. : 
Thou laleſt loue ig a madnes,-hate- it 1 jen 


Euen koz the names ſake. 


Orle. O, J loue that madnes, 
Euen fo? the names ſake. 


| 


Gall. Let me tame this kren zie, 


By telling thee thou art a paſſoner here, 


By telling 195 ſhees daughter to a king, 


ee the king of Cypy 
Shines like a Sunne betweene her lookes and thine, 


8 ſonn 


ihilſt thou ſeem'ft but a ſtarre to Agrippne: 


He loues her. 


Orle. It he doe: why lo doe J. 
Gall. Loue is ambitious and loues m 


Orle. Deere kriend, thou art deceiued,l 
As lweetely in a begger ag a king. 


Gall, Deere friend, thou art dete ud: 


Df what celeſtia 


Lift vp her intellectuall eyes to heauen, 


dente. 
loues voice doth ling 


ioze out of tune: 


bid thy ſoule 
Arty in this ample booke of wonders) read, X 


| mold, what ſacred ellente, 
Her ſelfe is kozmd, the fearch whereof will dziue 


Sounds muſicall among the iarring ſpirits, 


And in ſweete tune ſet that which none nherits. 


- Orle. Jle gaze on heauen if Agrippne be there: 


Wainckled with Idiot laughter 
s like a Dart ſhot from the 


It not: Fa, La, la, Sol, la, gt. 


Gall. O, call this madnes in, ſee from 
Ok euer eye Deriſion thwmfts out —_— 


hand of — — 


the windowes 


ger 


y which thy name is hurt, thine honour torne. 
Orle. Laugh they at me, weete Galloway? 


Gall. Euen at thee, 


Orle. Ha, ha, J laugh at them, are not he mods 
That let my true true ſoxow make them glad 0 


2 


8 4 
* 
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daunce and ung onely WS 
hat in that anger, he mig 
With his Jron fit; good g 
They laugh to ſee griefe kill 
You laugh at others teares, 
You teare pour lelues in pieces: vile, vile, vile, 
fooles, 


laugh becaule [weete Agripine's not there, 
t weepe becauge ſhee is not any where, 
And weepe becauſe bes 4 ſhee be o2 nor, 
My loue was euer and is [kill forgot: forgor, forgor, forgot. 


Gall. Draw backe this ſtreame, why ſhould my Orleans 
moutne? N 


Orle. Looke vonder, Gallo wap, doeſt thou ſee that Sunne 
Nay good friend, ſtare vpon it, marke ir well, 
Ere he be two howzes elder, all that glorie 
Js baniſht heauen, and then (for griefe) this ckie, 
That's now ſo iotund, will mourne all in blacke, 
And ſhall not Ozleans mourne ? Alacke, alacke, 
O, what a Sauage tyzannie it were, 


'T'infoxce care, laugh and woe: not ſhed a teare? 


Dead is my loue, J am burted in her [corne, 
That is my Sun-let, and ſhall J not mourne ? 
Yes by my troth J will. 


Gall. Peere friend fozbeare, 
Beautie (like ſozrow) dwelleth every where. 
Race out this ſtrong Idea of her face, 
As faire as hers ſhinerh in any plate. 


Orle. Thou art a Traytoz to that white and red, 
(Uhich Ctting on her cheekes (being Cupids throne) 


1 I my hearts ſoueraſgne : O when ſhe is dead, 


his wonder (Beautie) ſhall be found in none. 
Now Agripyne's not mine; J vow to be 
In loue with nothing but deformitfe. 
O faire Deformitie, J muſe all eyes 
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Are not enamow of thee : thou didit neu 

Murder mens hearts, oz let them pine like war, 
Pelting againſt the Sunne of thy deſtinie, 
Thou arr a faithfull nurſe to Chaſtirie, 


| 


Thy beautfe is not like to Agripynes, 
e 


Foz cares, and age, and ſickneſle hers deface, 
But thine's eternall : © Defo2mitie, 
Thy fairenes is not like to Agripynes, 
Foz (dread) her beautie will no beautie haue, 
Bur thy face lookes moſt louely in the graue. 
| Enter Priace of Cyprus and Agripyne. 
Gall. See where they come together hand in hand, 
Orle. ©, watch ſweere Galloway, when their hands doe 
Betweene them, ſhalt thou find my murdzed heart. (part, 
Cypr. By this then it ſeemesa thing impoſſible, ro know 
when an Engliſh Lady loues truely. 
Aurip.. Not Co, koz when her ſoule ſteales into her heart, 
and her heart 7 10 to her eyes, and her epes dꝛop into 
her hands then if ſhee lay, Heres my hand, ſhees your owne, 
elle neuer. 2 
- Cyp. Heres a paire of your puloners, lets try their 
opinion. - 155 e 
Erip. My kind pziloners well encountred, the Pzinte 


To of Typrus here and me haue beene wrangling about 


But to loue a Lady and neuer enjoy her, 


a queſtion of loue: My Low of Ozleans, you looke leane, 
and likeſt a loner; Whether is it moze tozment to loue a 
Lady and neuer enioy her, oz alwa ies to eniop a Lady, 
whome you cannot choole bur hate? _ 
Orle. To hold her euer in mine armes whome J loath 

in my heart, were ſome plague, pet the puniſhment were 
no moze then to be enioyned to keepe poyſon in my hand, 
pet neuer to taſte it. 
Agri. But ſay you ſhould be compeld to ſwallow v poyſon, 
Orle. Then a ſpeedy death would end a ſpeeding milerie: 

oh it is not death, 

bur woꝛle then damnation; Tis hell, tis. 
8 Agrip. 


Old Fortudatiis. 


Agtip No moge, nd moze, good Orleans, nay then 3 
fee my priſoner is iin tolle tos. 1 , . (our, 


Cypr. 'Methinkes, ſouldiers cannot kal in 0 the faſhion ot 
Agrip- pc oe thinkes,q Souldier ig the molt faithfull louer 
ok all men els: for his LEGION ſtandg not vpon complement; 
his wooing is oe ome-ſpun Muc, theres no outlandiſh 
thred in it, no oucke: a Sould ter caſts no figures to get 
his miſtris — 1 loue is like his valour in the We ge 
he payes downe-vight blowes. 

Gall. True, Madam, but would pou reteiue lu 


Agrip. No, but J meane, J louea Souldfer b 
plaine dealing. 

Cypr. Thats as good as the ürtt. 

Agrip,/ Be it lo, t that goodnelle F like: for what Lady can 
abide to loue a Spruce ſilken kate Court ier, that ſfands euery 
mozning two oz thee howꝛes learning how to locke by his 
Glaſle,how to ſpeake 1495 Glaſle, how to ſigh by his glalle, 
how to tourt his Miſtris by his Glaſſes, 7Þ 21 d wish h him 
no other plague, but to haue a Miltcis as briitle as glaſſe. 

Gall. And that were as bad ag the hozne plague. 

Cypr. Are any louers poſſeſt with this madnes 

Agrip. What madmen are not polleſt with this loue ? 
yet by my troth, wee pooze women doe bur (mile in our 
fleeues to Lee all this fopperie: pet we all defire to fee our 
louers attfrde gallantlp, ro'heare them ung ſweetely, to be: 
hold them daunce comely and ſuch lite; bur this apiſh monkie 
faſhion of effeminare nitenelle, ont vpon it: Oh, J hate it 
wozle then to bee tounted a ſcould, 

Cypr. Indeede men are molt regarded, when they leaſt. 
regard themlelues 

Gall. And women molt honozed, when they ſhew moft 
mercy to their louerg. 

Orle. But iſt not a miſeravle tyꝛan ie to ſet a Lady triumph 
in the palliong ok a Title languihing though her crueltie ? 


Cypr. Me thinkes it 18. | 
Gall. Me thinkes tig moze then tyzannie, 


F 3 Agrip 


$ pattitent 
belt, tor his 


any thaftoue vs, ſo ft were mad 
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Agrip. So thinke not J: th as 11 is no reaſon to hate 

8 to loue all that doe not 

hare vs; women are created beautikull, onely becauſe men 

ſhould wooe them: koz twere miſerable ryzannie to iniopne 

pooze women to wooe men: J would not heare of a woman 
in lbue fo2 my fathers kingdom. | 


Cyp. J neuer heard of any woman that hated loue, | 
Agrip. Noz J: but we had all rather die then tonkelle 


wee loue; our glozie is to heare men figh whilſt we ſmile, to 


kil them witha krowne, to ſtrike them dead with a ſharpe eye, 
to make vou this day weare a feather, and to mozrow a icke 


nlight-tap: Dh, why this is rare, there's a tertame deitie in 


this, when a Lady by the Mag icke of her lookes, can turne 


- 


a man into twentie ſhapes. 
' Orle. Sweete friend,ſhee ſpeakes this but to tozture mee. 
Gall. Ile teach thee how to plague her: loue her not. 


Agrip. Pooze Ozleans, how lamentably he lookes: if hee 
(tay, heele make me ſurely loue him fo pure pittie. J muff 
ſend him hence, fo2 of all ſozres of loue, J hate the French 
IJ p2ay thee, ſweet paiſoner, intreate Tozd Longauile to 
come to me p2eſently. 


Orle. J will: and eſteeme myſelfe mo1e __ happie, 


: that you will imploy me. Exit. 


Agrip. Watch him, watch him fox Gods ſake, if hee ſigh 


not 02 looke not backe. 


Cyp. He does both: but what miſterie l es in this ? 
Agrip. * Nay, no miſterie, tis as plaine as Cupids koze- 
head: why this is as it ſhould be: And eſteeme my lelke 


more then happie, that you will imploy me: my French 
puloner is in loue ouer head and eares. 


Cypr. Its wonder how he ſcapes dzowning. 
Gall. Wirth whom thinke pou? 1 Ny 
Agrip. With his keeper,fo2 a good wager ; Ah, how glad 
is be to obey? And how roud am Ito command in th is Em- 
pire of affection? Ouer him and ſuchSpungy-liuerdyouthes, 


(thatlie ſoaking in loue) J triumph more with mine ye, 


Old Fortunatus. 


then euer he did ouer a Souldler with his word. Jt not a 
gallant victo zie ko me to ſubdue my Fathers enemy with a 
looke? Pzince of Cypzus, you were beſt take herde, how 
you encounter an Engliſh Lady, (cruell. - 


Cypr. God blefſe me from louing any of you, if all bee [6 


Agrip. God blefſe me from ſuffring vou to loue me, if 
you be not ſo fozmable. (Ozleans: 


Cyp · Nil you tommaund me any ſeruſce,as vou haue done 


Agrip. No other [eruſce but this, that (as Orleans) you 
loue me, koz no other reaſon, but that J may to2ment pou, 


Cypr. J wil: conditionally, that in all companie J may 
call you my tozmenter. Nos | : 

Agr. Hou ſhall: conditionally,that vou neuer beg fo2 mercy, 
Come, my Low of Galloway. i; | 

Gall. Come, (weete Madam, Exeunt. 


Manet Cyprus. 


Cypr. The Kuby-colourd poztals of her ſpeech 
Were clol[de by . but vpon her eye, 
(Attir'd in krownes) lat murdzing crueltie, Enter Agrip. 
Shees angrie, that J durſt ſo high aſpire. and listens. 
O, thee dildaines that any ſtraungers beſt g 
Should be a Temple fo? her deitie : 
Shees full of beautie, full of bitternes. 
Till now, J did not dally with loues fire: 
And when J thought to try his flames indeede, 

burnt me euen to cinders: O, mp ſtarres, 

hy from my natiue tho2e did your beames guide me, 

To make me dote on her that doth deride me; 1 


She kneeles: he walkes musing. 


Agri. Hold him.in this mind, werte Cupid, Jconiure thee, - 
O, what mulick theſe hey-hoes make? Jwas about to taſt my 
litle litle (elſe into a g1eat loue tzance fo2 him,feating his hat 
had been flint: but ſince J ſee tis pure virgin wax, he ſhal melt 
hig belly full:fo2 now J know how to temper him. Exit. 

Cypr. Neuer beg mercy? pet be my tozmenter. He spies 


I hope ſhee heard me not: doubtlelle ſhee did: her 
An 
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And now will the inſult vpon my paſſions, - 
And ver my conſtant lone with mock eries. 
Nay, then ile be mine owne Phyſician, 
And out face loue, and make her thinke that 1] 
nd thus, becauſe J ſaw her ſtanding 15 

that newes, my Lozd of Coznewall? = 
| | Enter Cornewall. 

Cornew, This faire Pꝛinte 


One of your Tountrie-men, ** come to o Court, 
A lultie | bꝛaue in Cypzus Ale, 


With fiftie bard Bozſes pꝛawnting at his heeles, 
Backt by as many ſtrong limbd Cypꝛiots. 


All — he keepes in pay: whoſe offred ſeruice, 
* king with Armes of 2 hath embrac'd. | 
Cypr. Bone in the Ile of Cypzus? whats his name 
Cornw. His ſeruants call him Fortunatus ſonne. 
Cypr. Rich Foztunatus ſonne? Js he arfu'd? 
Enter Longauile, Galloway, and Chester 
with Iewels: 


Longa. This he beſtowed on me. 
Chest. And this on me. 
Gallow. And this bounteous hand inforc'd mee take. 


Longa. J prize this Jewell at ah ndred Parkes, 
Vet would he needes beltow this gitr on me. 


Cypr. My Lows, whoſe hand hath beene thus pzodigal? 
Gallow. Pour tountrieman my Lozd, a Cypiior. 


| , Longa. The gallant ſure is all compact of gold, 


To euery Lady hath he giuen rich Jewels, 


And ſent to euery (eruant in the Court 


Twentie faire Engliſh Angels. 
Cypr. This is rare, 
| Enter Lincolne. 


Lincol. My Lows, p2epare your [elnes fo? reueling, 
Tis the kings pleaſure that this day be ſpent. 


In royall paſtimes, that this golden Lo, 
( F02 ſo all "T behold him, cyriten him) 


Wap 


Olde Fortunatus. 


Pap talt the pleaſures of our Englich court. 
Pere comes the gallant, ſhining like the Sunne. 


Trumpets ſound : Enter Athelſtane, Andelocia, A gripyne, 
Orleans, Ladies, and other attendants, Inſultado 0 a Spa- 
niſh Lac Muſi ths ſounds within, 1 
Andel, Foz theſe pour ropall fauours done fo me, 

(Being a poꝛe ſtraunger) my beſt po wꝛes ſhall pꝛeue, d 

By Acts of woꝛth, the ſoundnes of mp loue, 

Athelſt. Herein pour loue ſhall beſt ſet out it ſelfe, 

By ſtaying with vs: if our Engliſh Jle 

a, any obtect welcome to your eyes, 
Doe but make choice, and claime it as your pꝛize, 
Ihe King and Cyprus conferre aſide. 
Ande. J thanke your grace: would he durſt keepe his wozd, 
4 know what J would claime: Tuſh, man, be bold, 

Were thee a Saint, ſhe may be wonne with gold. 

Cypr. Lis ſtraunge J mult confeſſe, but in * pꝛide, 
Vis Father Foztunatus (if he liue) 

Conſumes his life in Cypꝛus:ſtill he ſpends, 

And ſtill his Coffers with abundance ſwell, 

But how he gets theſe riches none can tell. 

The King and Agripy ne conferre aſide. 

Athelſt. Mold him in talke: come hither, Agripyne. 

Cypr. But what intic' de young Anveloctaes ſoule 
To wander hither ? 

Andel, That which did allure, 

Py ſoueraignes ſonne the wonder of the place; 

Agr. This curious heape of wonders, (which an Empzeſſe 

Gane him) he gaue me, and by Uenus hand, 

The warlike Amozato ntedes would ſweare, 

Hee left his countric Cypzus foz my lone. 

Athelſt. If by the ſoueraigne Magicke of thine eve, 
Thou tanſt inchant his lwkes to ktepe the circles 
Ok thy faire cheekes, bie bold to trie thy charmes, 
Ferde him with hopes, and find the 8 veine, 


That 


— 
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| That leades this Cypꝛiot to his golden mine. 
Pere's Puſicke ſpent in vaine, L oꝛds, fall to dauncing, 


Cypr. My faire tozmento2, will vou lend a hande 

Agrip. Ile try this ſtrangers cunning in a daunte. 

Andel. My cunning is but ſmall, vet who le not pzoue 
Lo ſhame himſelfe fo2 ſuch a Ladies lone? 

Orle. Theſe Cyp ots are the diuels that fozture mo. 


| Becourts her, and ſhe ſmiles, but q am bone, 
To be her beauties lane, and her loues (cozne. 


And. A ſhall neuer haue the face toaſke the queſtion twice. 
Agrip. Whats the reaſon: Cowardlyncs oz pꝛide: 
Andel, Neither: but tis the faſhion of vs Cyp2tsts, both 


men and women, to yeeld at firſt aſſault, and we expect others 


1 y_ oe the like. 
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Ats a ugne, that either your women are very black, 


are "alan to be ſped, 02 your men very fond,x wil take no denial. 


Andel, Inderde our Ladies are ndt ſo faire as you. 

Agrip. But your men moꝛe ventrous at a bzeach then pon, + 
oz els they are all daſtardly ſouldiers. 

Andel. Mee that fightcs vnder theſe ſwerte colour s, pet 
turnes coward, let him bee ſhot to death with the terrible ar- 
rowes of faire Ladies eyes. 

Athelſt. Nay Inſultado, you muſk not denie vs. 

Inſultad. My Corocon es muy peſada, my Anima muy a- 


tormentada, No per los Cielos: La piede de 


| W no haze muſica in Tierra Ingleſa. 


Cypr. @wete Jnſultado let vs ſe poudaunce. . 


| J haue heard the Spanilh daunce is full of ſtate. 


Inſultad. Ver dad Signor: la danza ſpagnola, es muy alta, 


| Mateſtica, y para Monarcas: vueſtra Ingleſa, 


Baxa, Fantaſtica, y muy humilde. 


Agrip. Doth my Spaniſh pꝛiſoner denie to daunce? Vee 
has ( woꝛne to me by the croſſe of his pure Toledo, to bee my 


ſeruant: by that oath (my Caſtilian pꝛiſoner) J not fr you to 


tHew your cunning, though all your body bee not free, Aa am 
ſure ane are at * 
Iaclado 


Olde Fortunatus. 20 
Inſultad. Nolo quire contra dezir : vueſtra oio haze con» 
queſto a ſu ptiſionero: Oyes, la pauyne Hiſpanola, ſea vueſtra 


muſicay grauidad, y maieſtad: Pate, dadime Tabacca, Toa 
my capa, e my eſpada · Mas alta, Mas alta: Deſuiaios, Deſuua- I 


ws, Companieros, Mas _ Mas alta, 
Hee daunces, 
Athelſt. Thankes, Inſultado. 
Cypr. Tis moſt excellent. (paide. 


Agrip. The Spaniards daunce, is as his diedes bee, full of 


Athelſt. The day growes old, & what remaines 
Shall be conſum d in banquets, Agrippne, 
Leaue vs a while, if Andelocia pleaſe, 


Goe beare our beautious daughter companie. Excunt Agrip: 
And, Fo2tune J thanke the:now thou ſmil'ſt on me. and 


Ath e. This Cipꝛiot beares a gallatpzincely mind. Andel, 


Thinke not, ſwerte Pzince,that I pꝛopound this question, 
To w2ong you in your loue to Agripyne: 

Our fauours grace him to an other end. Ida 
No2 let the wings of your affection dzope, 

Be cauſe ſhee ſeemes to ſhun loues gentle lure. 
Belieue it on cur wozd, her beautie s pꝛize 

Onelp ſhall vield a conqueſt to your eyes, 

But tell me whats this Foꝛtunatus ſonne? 
Cypr. Ot honourable bloud, and moze reno ond 
In foꝛreine kingdomes (whither his pꝛoud ſpirit, 
Plum d with am bitious fethers, caries him) 

Then in his natiue Countrie. but laſt dap, 

The father and the ſonnes were thꝛough their riots; 
Poꝛe and diſdainde of all, but now they gliſter, 
Moꝛe bꝛight than Pidas: if ſome damned fiend 

Fed not his bags, this golden pꝛide weuld end. 


Athelſt. is pꝛide wele ſomewhat tame, t curb the head 
Of his rebellious pꝛodigalitie: | 


He hath inmted vs, and all our Peres, | 
To fealt with him to mozrow, his pꝛouiſion, 
| | G 2 
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J vnderſtand may entertaine th2e kings. 
But Lincolne, let ur Subiccts ſecretly 
Be chargde an paine of life that not a man 
Sell any kind of Fewell to his ſeruants. 
Cypr. This pollicy ſhall clip his golden wings, 


And teach his pꝛide what tis to ttriue with kings. 


Athelſt. Withdzaw awhile: Exeunt. Manct Athelſtane. 
Hon fild his hands with Gold, foz we ſet ſpies, 
To watch who fed his pꝛodigalitie: 


a Be hung the Parble boſome of our Court, 


As thicke with gliftring Spangles of pure gold, | 


As ere the ſpzing hath ucke the earth with flowe . 


Anle ſſe he melt himſelfe to liquid gold, 


On be ſome God, ſome dinell, oz tan tranſpot 


| | Amint about him, (by inchanted power) 


0! He cannot raine ſuch ſhe wers: with his owne yands 


{|  Pethzew moze wealth abzoad meueryftrete, 


1 1 Then tould be thꝛuſt into a Chariot: 


Hees a Magician ſure, and to ſome fiend, 


Bis doule (by infernall couenants) has he ſold, 

Alwaies to ſwimme vp to the chin in gold. 

Be what he can be, if thoſe doting fires, 
MMherein he burnes fo: Agripinaes lone, 
Want power to melt from him this endleſſe Pyne, 
Chen (like a flaue)weele chaine him in our Tower, 
# | wEaheretoztures ſhall compell his ſweating hands 

To caſt rich heapes info our trealoꝛte. 


5 Muſicke ſounding ſtill: A curtaine being drawne, where An- 


delocia lies ſſeeping in Agripines lap, ſhee has his purſe, 
and her ſelfe and another Lady tye another (like it) in the 
place, and then riſe from him. 


Agrip. J haue found the ſacred ſpzing that neuer ebs, 


| | | . Le aue vs: Lxit Lady. But ile nut the w't pour maieſtie, 
Till you hane Oe by Englands ur crowne, 


Athelſt, 


Old Fortunatus. 


Athelſt. By my Crowne J \weare, - - 
None but faire Agripyne the Jem ſhall weare. 

Agrip. Then ts this mine: ſes, Father, here's the fire, 

Whoſe gilded beames ſtill burne, this is the Sunne, 
That euer ſhines, the tree that neuer dies, 
Here growes the Garden ol Peſperides, a 
Che out- ſide mockes vou, makes vou thinke tis paze, 
But entring it, vou find eternall ſtoze. | \ 

Athelſt. Artſureofthis: How didit thou dztue if out: ; 

N 


Agrip. Feare not his waking vet, J made him deins 
That ſopoziferous Juice which was compoſd, . 
To make the Queene(mp Mother) relliſh ſleepe, 
When her laſt ficknes ſommond her to heauen. 
Be ſleepes pzofoundly: when his amozons eyes | 
Pad ſingde their wings in Cupids wanton flames, | 
I ſet him all on fire, and pꝛomiſt loue: 8 10 | 
In pꝛide whereof, he dzew me fozth this purſe, 
And \woze, by this he multiplyed his gold. 
I tride and found it true: and ſecretly 
Commaunded Muſicke with her ſiluer tongue, 
To chimeſoft lullabies into his ſoule, 
And whilf my fingers wantond with his hayze, 
(T intice the fleepte Juice to charme his eyes) 
In all points was there made a purſe, like his, 
Mich counterfet is hung in plate of this. 4 
Athelſt. Moꝛe then a ſecond kingdome halt thou won. | 
Leane him, that when he wakes he may ſuſpetg, 1 
Some els has robd him, come deere Agripyne, | 
If this ſtrange purſe his ſacred vertues hold, 7 
Weele circle England with a waſt of Gold.  Exeunt, || 


Muſicke ſtill: Enter Saddow very gallant, reading a Bill, 
with emptie bags in his hand ſinging. 

Shad. Theſe Englich occupiers are mad Trotans : let a 

man pap them neuer ſo much, theile giue him nothing burt 

the bag. Since my maſter created — ſteward ouer his fiftia {| 
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men. and his one and.ffftic hoz, 4 haue rid ouer much bull⸗ 
I nelle, pet neuer was gald, A thanke the deſtinies: Muſtcke: 
O dellcate warble: O thele Courtiers are moſt \ſwe friums 
phant creatures. Seignioz, Sir: Monſieur: ſweete Seignioz; 
this is the language of þaccompliſhment:D delicious ſtrings: 
+ theſe heauenly wyze-zawers bane ſtretcht my matter euen 
1 out at length: vet at length he muſt wake: maſter? 
Andel. Manke me not pet, my gentle Agrippne. 
Shad. One woꝛd Sir, foz the billets, and J vaniſh. 
9 And, Theres heauen intheſe times:th;ow the muſtcians 
a bounteous largefle of thꝛee hundꝛed Angels. Andelocia 
75 1 Shad. Mhy ſir, 3 haue but ten pound left ſtarts vp. 
And. Ha, Sbaddow: where s the Painceſſe Agrippnez 
Shad. J am not Apollo, J cannot reurale. 
Andel. Mas not the pꝛinteſſe here, when thou tam ii in? 
Shad. Mere was no er but my pꝛincelꝝ ſelte. 
Adel. In faith: 
j Shad. Mo in faith, Sir. : 
| Andel. Where are vou hid: where te wankoning⸗ 
ot here? gone ilaith: haue vou giuen me the flip? well, tis but 
an amoꝛous tricke and ſo 4 embꝛace it: my hoz(e, @Shaddow, 
bow fare myhozſe? 
Shad. Upon the beſt Dates my vnderſke ward can buy. 
An. I meane, are they luſty, ſpꝛightly, gallant, wants, fiery? 
|! Shad. Thepare as all hoꝛſes are, Caterpillers to the Com- 
if! monwelth, they are euer munching: but Sir, foz theſe billets, 
and the ſe fagots and bauins⸗ 
Andel. S'hart what billets, what kagots: doeſt make mee 
A Wedmonger? 

Shad. Noſweate Seignioz, but vou haue bid the Ring and 
his Peres to dinner, and he has commaunded that no TWiovs 
monger ſell you a ſicke of wood, and that no Collyer ſhall cor 
ſen vou ot pour meaſure , but muſt tie vp the mouth of their 
Sackes, leaſt their Coales kindle pour choler. 

Andel, Iſt poſſible? iſt true, o; haſt thou learnt ofthe eng⸗ 
liſh gallants to guil? 3 
4 Sad, 
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Shad. Dees a gul that would be taught by ſuch guls. Wl 
Ande. Mot a fticke of wod? Some child of enuie has bum 
this ſtratagem into the kings eare, of purpoſe to diſgrace me: ö 
I haue inuited his ma igſtie, and though it coſt me a cilllon, ile 
keaſt him: Shadow, thou ſhalt hyze a hundzed oz two of Carts, |. 
with them poſt to all the Grocers in London, buy vp all the 
Cynamon, Clsues, Nutmegs, Licozilh and all other ſpices, | 
that haueany ſtrong heart , and with them make firesto Pats | 
pare our Cokerie: 
Ere Fo2tumatus ſonne loke red with ſhame, | 
Hele dzeſſe a Kings feaſt in a ſpiced flame. 
Shad. This diuicc, Sir, will bee ſomewhat a kin to navy | 
Pꝛide, twill aſke coſt. 

And. Fetch twentie Pozters,ilclaid all with gold, 

Shad, Firſt, maſter, fil theſe bags. 

And. Come then, hold vp, how no witrickes,newcrochets, | 1 
Sadam Foztuns: Dꝛit as an a thou | 
my Gold out. 1 

Shad. Why Sir, here Snone in. 

Andel, Ha, let me {&: O heres a baſtard c<&ke, 
J ſe now tis not mine: tis counterfet, 

Tis ſo: lane thou haſt rohd thy maſter. 

Sha, Potof a peny, J haue bene as true a ſteward. 

And. Uengeance on the and on thy ſtewardſhip. 
Pet whereldze curſe J the? thy leaden ſoule 
Had neuer power to mount vp to the knowledge 
Df the rich miſterie cloſde in my purſe. 

Oh no, ile curſe my lelfe,mine eyes ile curſe; 

They haue betrapd me, J will curſe my tongue, CR ou 
Chat hath betraid me: Ile curſe Agrippne, i 
She hath betraid me: Sirens ceaſe to ſing, q 
Pour charmes haue fane effect, foz now Jie, | 
All your inchantments were, to coſen me. Muſicke ceaſeth, | 

Shad, Mhat ſhall J doe with this ten pound, ir? o | 

Andel. Goe buy with it a Chaineand hang thy ſelfe. 
Now thinke I me 3 pzophecte ES: * 
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| | I that moſt mens ſoules to cheape are ſold. 


| Tomozrow tell the Pꝛinteſſe J wil lone her, 

# : To mozrow tell the king, ile banquet him, 

| | To mozrow,Shaddow, will J giue thee gold, 
: || To mozrow pztde goes bare and luſt acold. 


N 


Ale ideale from hence to Cypꝛus, fo; blacke ſhame, 
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"Tet none(quoth he) the vertne, ir you doe, 
Much ſhame, much griefe, much danger follows vou. 
| Dfings teares J credit his diuinitie. 

O fingers, were you vp2ight Juſtices, 

Don would teare out mine eyes: had not they gaꝛde 
On the fraile colour of a painted cherke, 
one had betraid me: hencefo2thile de ſte 


; | All beautie, and will call a louety eye, 


A Sun whole ſcozching beames burne vp our ores, 
Oz turne them blacke like Ethiopians. 

O women, wherefoꝛe are you boꝛne mens woe, 
Why are your faces fram d Angelicall? 

Pour hearts of ſpunges, ſoft andſmoth in ſhew, 


But toucht, with por ſon they doe ouer- flow. 


ad ſacred wiſedome bene my Fathers Fate, 
had died happie, J liu d foztunate, 

b, ddow,beare this fo beautious Agrippne, 

With it this meſſage, tell her, ile rep2eue 

Mer couetous ſinne the teſſe, becanſe fe; gold, 


Sha. hal J buy theſe ſpices today oz fo mozrow? 
And, To mozrow:J,to mozrow thon ſhalt buy them, 


To moꝛrow will the rich man feede the pwze. 

And vice to moꝛrow vertue will avoze, 

To moꝛrow beggers ſhall be crowned kings, 

This No- time, moꝛrowes time, noſweetnes ſings: 

Z pꝛap the hence: beare that to Agripyne 

Shad. Zle goe hence, becauſe you ſend me but ile goe wa ⸗ 
ping hence, fo2 ariefe that 3 mult turne vitlaine as many doe, 


| and leaue you when you are vp to the eares in aduerſitie. Exit. 


Andel. She& hath robd me, and now ile play the thiele, 


Pere 


. 


ide Fortunatus. 


Here (thꝛougb my riots) bꝛands my loftlename, ' / 

Ile ſell this pꝛide fo2 helpe to beare me thithor, 2 

So pꝛide and beggerie ſhall walke together: 

This woꝛld is but a Schale of villanie, 1 

There foze ile rob my bꝛother, (not of gold, 

Noz ok his vertues, vertue none will ſteale:) 

But (if I can, ) ile ſteale his wiſhing Bat. 

And with that, wandzing round about the wozld, 

Ale ſearch all coꝛners to find miſerie, | 

And where ſhe dwels, ile dwell, languiſhand die Exit. 
Chorus. Gentels, if ere you haue beheld the paſſions, 4- '* 

The combats ot his ſoule who being a king 

By ſome vſurping hand hath beene depoſde | 

From all his royalties: euen ſuch a ſoule, | 

Duch eyes, ſuch heart ſwolne big with — | | 

Che ſtar-croſt ſonneof Foztunatus weares, 1 

The thoughts cro mond him a Monarch in the mozne, 2 | 

Pet nowhees bandyed by the Seas inſco2ne, | il 

From wane to waue: his golden treaſures — 

Makes him in deſperate language to 

The winds to ſpend their furie on his lite: - 

But they (being milde in tyꝛannie) — 

Do triumphin a wzctches funerall, 

Toſſe him to Cypꝛus. O what treacherie 

Cannot this Serpent gold intice vs to 

He robs his bꝛother ofthe Souldans pꝛize, 

And haning got his wilh (he wiſhing Bat) 

He does not (as he voud) ſ&lie miſtriee 

But hopes by that to win his purſe =p | 

And in that Yope from GCppjus is he fled, - 

It pour ſwift thoughts clap cntheir wanted 

In Genowap map vou take this ft 

Whore hauing cozened many Zewellers, | 1 

Co England backe hecames,Wepbutto court. | 

And there diſgrizde) you find him bargoniug- | | 

Foz Jewels with the beautious Anne, © 

Woo 8 4 the yer! 
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Foꝛgiue mee, twas not I that changde thy purſe, 
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He claſpes her in his armes, and as a Nauen, 


Oriping the tender-hearted Nightingale, 


So flies he with her (wiſhing) in the ayze, 
To be tranſpozted toſome wilverneffe: Enter Andelocia 
magie this the place: ſe here they come, and Agripy ne. 
ince e they the mleines haue fongues, mine ſhall be omg 
XIN. 
Enter Andelocia with the wiſhing Hat on: 
| Agripyna in his hand. 
Agrip. Mhat diue il art thou that affrightft me thus, 
Haling.aPainceſſe from her fathers court, 
To ſpoyle her in this ſanage wildernefſe? | 
Andel. Jnded the dinel and the pick-purſe ould alwaies 
lic together, (foz they are [wozne b2others: ) but Madam 
Couetoumnes;Jamneither a dinel as you cal me,no2 a Jewels 
ler as J call my ſelſe, no, noz a Jugler, vet ere you and J part, 


 wele haue ſome legerdimain together; do you know me? 


Agrip. J am betrapd: this is the Cypꝛiot. 


| 


But Athelſtane my father, ſend me home, 
And heres thy purle againe: here are thy Jewels, 


And Jin ſatiſfamion of all wzongs. 


Andel. Talke not you of ſatiſfaction, this is ſome retom⸗ 
pence that J haue vou, tis not the purſe 3 regard:put it off, and 


lle mince it as ſmall as pie mcate : the purſe? hang the purſe: 


were that gon, 3 can make another, and another, x 2 
J and another: tis uot the purſe J care foꝛ, but the rſer:xou, 
I Von. It not a ſhame that a kings daughter, a fatre Lavy, 
a Lady not fo2 Loꝛds, but fo2 Ponarches, ſhould fo2 gold ſell 
her loue, and when cher has her owne aſking, and that there 


ſtands nothing betwene, then to cheate pour werte heart: D 


| fie, fie, a ſh conp · catcher? on rnit be dealt ſoundly with. 


then a Part, home you gener what paines ſhall I laꝑ vpon 


Ao grip. Iniopne what paines thou wilt, tue endure them, 
ſo thou wilt ſend me to mpfathers conrt. 

Ande. ap gods lid, A are not gon ſo:ſet your heart at reſt, 
fo2 J haue ſet vp my reſt, that except vou can runneſwifter 


por? 


Olde Fortunatus. 


you? Let me ſie: I could ſerue yon now but a ſlipperie touch: 
I could get a young King o2 two , o: thzee of pou, and chen 
ſend you home, and bid their grand-fire king 0 I. 
could pepper you, but J will not. 
Agrip. O, doe nat violate my chaſtitie. | 
Andel. No, why J tell pou J am not giuen to the ficth, 
though I ſauoz (in your noſe) a little ofthe diuell,J could run 
away elſe, and Tarue you here. 
Agrip. If Jmuft die, dome me ſome eaſier death. 
' Andel. Dz tranſfozme you(becanſe vou loue picking into 
a Squirell, and make youpicke out a pwze liuing Jere among | 
the Nut trees: but J wili not neither, 
Agrip. What will my gentle Andelocia doe? 
Andel, Dh,now you come to your old byas of cogging. 
Agrip. J pꝛay the Andelocia, let me gore: F 4 
dend me to England, and by heauen J were, „„ 
Thou from all kings on earth my lone ſhalt beare. I 
And. hal J in faith? Agrip. In faith, in fafth thou half, 
Andel. Here, god a mercie: now thou ſhalt not goe. 

Agrip P. Oh God. f 
Andel. ap doe peu heare Lady? crienot v ure beſf:fig no; 
curſe me not: if you thinke bat a crabbed of me, the 
ſpirit that caried you in mine armes thꝛough the gyze, will 
tell me all:therefoze ſet pour Sunday face vpont. vou le 

lone me, ile loue you, ile marrie pou, and lie with pau, and be⸗ 
get little Juglers: marie home you get not: Englanꝭ vou le 
ſay is vours: but Agrippne , lone me, and 3 will makethe 
whole wozldfhine, 

A grip. J care not foz the woꝛld, thou mardzeft me, 
Wetwerne my ſozrow, and the ſcalding Sunne 2 
I faint, and quickly will my life be done, 17-44 
y mouth is like a Furnace, and dꝛie heate 

2inks vp my bloud. Oh God,my heart will burſt, 
J die, vnleſſe ſome moyſture quench my thirſt. 

Andcel. Shart now J am wozſe then ere J was be feꝛe: 
Fo2 halft the wozld J would not haue her die. 
Heres neither ſpzing noz ditch, ow raine, noz dely, 

2 | 
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And thus will wound my bzeft, and rent mine hay 


The Comedie of 
mn b2ead, no2 dzinke: my louety Agripyne, 


 We-comſozted, l& here arc Apple tries. 
Agrip. Clime vp foz Gods ſake, reach me ſome of them. 


Andel. Loke vp, which of theſe Apples likes tbe beſt? 
Agrip. This hath a withered face, tis ſome ſwete fruit. 


Hct that, my ſoꝛrowes are tw ſowzealready. 


Andel. Come hither, here are Apples like gold. 
Agrip. O, J foz Gods ſake,gather ſome of theſe. 
Ay me, would God were at home againe. Climes vp, 
Andel. Stand farder, leaſt J chance to fall on thee. 
Oh here be rare Apples, rare red- checkt Apples, that cry come 
kifle me: Apples, hold your peace, ile teach vou to cry. Eates 
Agrip. O England, ſhal I nere behold thee moze? one, 
Andel. Agripyna, tis a moſt Hugred delicious taſt in ones 


; rar but when tis downe, tis as bitter as gall. 


p. Pet gather ſome of them, Oh, that a Pzinoeſle - 


i — pine foʒ ſode: were à at home againe, 


I ſhould viſdaine to ſtand thus and complaine. 


And. Heres one Apple that growes higheſt, Agrippna, c J 
could reach that, ile tome downe. 
Hee ſtands fiſtung wich ius girdle for it, 


Agtip- Bake datt, ua the hot un voth ſcaly my checkes. 


Adel. The ſunne kiſle th&hold,catch,put on my Bat, A 


will haue vonder bigheft Apple, thougb J die fo: t. 
Agrip. J had not wont be Dun burnt, wꝛetched mee. 


| — England, would J were againe inthe Exit. He leapes 


And. Swemnds Agrippna, ſtay. D J am vndone, downe. 
Swerte Agrippna, if thon hearſt my voice, 
Take pittie of me, and returne againe. 4 
She flies like lightning: O ſhe heares me not, 
J wiſh my lclfc into a wilderneſſe, a; 
And now J ſhall turne wilde: here J all famiſh, 
Here die, here curſing dye,hererauing die, 


Uhat hils of Flint are growne vpon my bꝛowes: 
O me, two fo;kedhoznes, J am turn d beall,, 
I haue abuzde two bleſſings, welth and knowledge, | 


—— 
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Mealth in iny purſe, and knowledge in my Hat, 

yp which being boꝛne into the Courts of kings, 

x might haue ſæne the wond2ous wozkes of Joue, 

Acquirde Experience, Learning, Wiſcdome,Truth, 

But 2 in wilderneſſe tottred out my youth, 

And therefoze muſt turne wild: muſt be a beaſt, 

An dgly beaſt: my body hoznes muſt beare, + 
Be cauſe my ſoule de foʒmitie doth weare. 8 
Lincs none within this wood: It none but J | 
Liue here(thankes hcauen)foz here none cls ſhal die. 


' He lies downe and ſleepes vnder the tree:Enter Fortune, Vice, 
Vertue, the Prieft: Satyres with Muſicke, playing as they 
come in before Fortune. They play awhile, . 

Fortune. St where my new-turnd diuel has built his hel. 
Vice. Uertue, who conguers noloꝛthe fwle is tane. j 
Vert. O llæpie ſinne.  Mulitke awhile, 
Vice, Swete tunes wake him againe. and then cealc, | 
Fort, Uice ſets to heaute on his dzow3p ſoule, | 
Guſlicks\weete concozd cannot pierce hiseare. 
Sing and amongſt your Songs, mix bitter ſcozne, 
Vert, Lhole thattcare Uertue, muſt by Uice be tone. 
T he Song, 
Uertue ſtand aũde: the fle is caught, 

1. Verſe. Laugh to ſe him, laugh alowd to wake him, 0 
Follies nets are wide, and neately wzought, 
Pocke his hoꝛnes, and laugh to ſe Tita ta hine. 

Quire. Pa, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in ſcoꝛne, Andcl,wakens 

Who's b fleet he fole,be wears a hozne. & ſtands yp, 
_ Uertye ſad aſide, mock him, mock him, mock hm 
2. Verſe. Laugh alowd to ſ&@ him, call him fole. 4 
_ Crrozgaue him lucke,now ſozrowes rocke him, 
Send the riotous beaft to madnes ſchole. 

Quire. Ma, ha, ha ha, ha, laugh, laugh in ſco2ne, 

1 Who's the fwle:the (ole, he wearts a hoꝛne. 

* Uertue fand aſide: xcur (chole hee hates. YN 

@- Verſe. Laugh alowd to ſ& humanocke,mocke,mock him. 


* 3 Tank 
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Annitie and hell kerpe open gates, - (him. 
4 ' 4 Hes in, and a newe nurſe (Deſpatre) muſt rocke 
E ure Vas, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in ſcozne, 
05 - Fole,fwle,fole,fole,fole,weare fill the hone. 
5 f 
1 f When they haue done ſinging, Vice and Vertue hold Apples 
14 out to him, Vice laughing, Vertue grieuing. 


| | 
j Andel. © me,whathell is this? fiends,tempt me not. 
0 Thou glozious dinell hence. Oh now J ſee, 
This fruit is thine, thou haſt de foꝛmed mee: 
A Ideot auoide, thy gifts J loath to taſt. 
| ' Away: ſince Jamentred madnes Schole, 
As god fo be a beaſt, as be a fwle. 
Awap, why tempt you me?ſome pow2efull gra ce 
Come and redeeme me from this hideous place. 
Fort. To her hath Andelocia all his life) 
d wonꝛne fealtie, wouldſt thou fozſake her nome 
. Andel. Whoſe bleſſed tongue names Andelocta? 
Port. Yers, who (attended on by deſtinies) 
Shoꝛtned thy Fathers life, andlengthens thine. Eneeles. = 
Andel. DfacredQueene of chance, now thozten mine, 
#7 * Elleletthy deitie take off this ſhame. 
Port. Moe her, t was thee that ſet it on thy head. 
Andel. She laughes toſee me metamozphoſed. 
| Vert. Woe me and ile take offthis vgly ſcozne. Rilcs, 
| Vice. Woe me, andileclapon anothcr hozne. 
Adel. Jambeſet with anguiſh, ſhame and death. 
O bid the Fates wozke faſt, and ſtop my bꝛeath. 
F | Fort, No Andelecta, thou muſt liue to fee 
3 Wozle tozments (fo2 thy follies) light on ther. 
This golden fre, which did thine eyes intite, 
= @Magplantfedhere by Nice: loe, here fands Ulice: 
Yow often haſt theu ſued to win her grace? 
Andel, Till now, I neuer did beho!d her face. 
Fort. Thcu didſt behold her at thy fathers death, 
When thou in ſco2nc didſt vialate his will, 
* didſt behold her, when thy ſtrecht out 2 
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Catcht af the higheſt bough, the loſtieſt vice, 
The faireſt Apple, but the fowlelt pꝛice. 
Chou didſt behold her, when thy lickeriſh eye 
Fed on the beautie offaire Agripyne, | 
Becauſe th adſt gold, thou thoughtft al women thine, 
Tahenlok'ft thou off from her? foʒ they whoſe ſoules 
Still reuell in the nights of vanitie, 

On the faire chiekes of Mice ſtill fire their epe. 

Becauſe her face doth ſhine, and all her boſome 

Beares ſiluer Bones, thou waſt enamoꝛd of her. 

But hadſt thou vpward lokf, and ſe&ne theſe ſhames, 

Oꝛ vie wd her roundabout, and in this glaſſe 

Seene Jdiots faces, heads of diuels and hell, 

And read this ha, ha, he, this merrie ſkozte, 
Thou wouloſt haue loathd her: where, by louing her, 

Thou bearſt this face, and wearſt this vgly head, 

And if ſh& once can bzing the fo this place, 

Lowd ſounds theſe ha, ha he, ſheele laugh apace. 

Andel. O, re-tranſfozme me to a glozious ſhape, 

And J will learne how A map loue to hate her. * 
Fort. Jcannotre-tranſfozme the, woe this woman. 
Andel. This woman? wzetched is my fate, when A, 

To find out wiſe dome, to a fole mult fie. 

Fort. Foale, cl&re thine e pes, this is bꝛight Arete, 

This is pooze Uertue, care not how the woꝛld 

Doth cro wne her head, the woꝛld laughes her to ſcozne, 

Pet Sibi ſapit, Uertue knowes her wozth. 

Runne affex her, he&le giue the theſe and theſe 

Cro wnes and Bay-garlands: (honours vicozies:) 

Serue her, and ſhe will fetch ther pay from heauen, 
©? giue thee ſome bzight office in the ſfarres, | 
Ande, Jmmozfall Arete, Uertue diuine, Knecles, 
O ſmile on me, and 4 will ftilt be thine. 
Vert. Smile thou on me, and 3 will kill be thine: 
Though J am tealous of thy Apoſtaſie, 
Ile entertaine thee: here, come taſt this tres, 
Pere s Philtcke foz thy licke *. 


Andel. 


| The Comedie of 
- Andel, Cis bitter: this fruit J ſhall ne re diſgelt: - 


| 
# Vert. Trie once againe, the bitternes ſone dics. 
Vice. Pines ſwerte, taſt mine. 
. 

: 


Vert, But being downe tis ſowꝛe, 
And mine being downe has a delicious taſte. | = 
Che path that leaves to Uertues court is narrow, 
 ZZhoznie and vp a hill, a bitter ioznep | 
But being gon thzough, you find all hear'nlyſ wertes, 

The entrance is all funtie, but at th end, 

To towꝛes ot pearle and chꝛiſtall pou aſcend. 
Ande. O delicate, O ſ werte Ambꝛoſtan relliſh. 

And ſ&, my vglineſſe d2ops fi from my bꝛowes, 

Thankes beautious Arete: O had J now 

My Hat and purſe againe, hom would ſhine, 
And aild my ſoule with none but thoughts diuine. 

Fort. That ſhali be tride, take frutt from both theſe trees, 
By helpe of them, winne both thy purſe and Hat, 
AZ wil in ſtruct the how, foz on my wings 
To England ſhalt thou ride; thy vertuous bꝛother 
Is (with that Shadow who attends on the,) 
In London, there ile (et thee pꝛeſently. 
But ik thou loſe our fauours once againe, 

To tatte ber ſwertes, thoſe ſweetes muſt pzoue thy bane; ' 

Vert. Wice,who thallnow be crownd with victo2ie? 
| 1 Wise Ohee that triumphes at laſt, and that mult J. 
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| - Excunt,. 
mil. Enter Athelſtane, Lincolne wich Agripyne, 
is Cyprus,Gelloway,Cornewall;Cheſter, *' 
. 
. Longauile and Montroſſe. 


Atrhelll. Lincolne, how ſet ſt thou her at libertie: 
L incol. No other pꝛiſon held her but pour court, 
There in her chamber) hath ſher hid her lelfe 
T hele two daies, onely to ſhake off that feare, 

WM hich her late violent rapture caft vpon her. 
Cypr. Where hath the beautious Agrippna been? 
4 Agrip, In hcauen oz hel, in oz without the wozld, 

” FJknow nat which ,foz as Joft ow ſeene 4330 
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(ide Or; NA 
When anarie Thameſis bathe curld her lockes,) 

A whit le- wind tome, and from her krizeld bꝛowes, 
Snatch vp a handful of thoſe ſweatie pearles, ul 
That ſtode vpon her ſoꝛhead, which awhile, 5 
Be ina by the bopſtrous wind hung in the ap2e 
At length hath flung them downe and raid a ſozme. 
Cuen with ſuch furte was J wherryed vp, 

And by ſuch foꝛce held pꝛiſoner in the cloudes, 
And thꝛowne by ſuch a tempeſt vowne againe. 
Corny. Dome ſoule is dam'din hell foꝛ this black derde. 
Agrip. J haue the purſe ſale, and anon pour grace 
Shall beare this wond2ous hiſtoꝛie at full. 

Cypr, Tel me, tozmenter, ſhall faire Agripyne, 
Without moꝛe difference be now chꝛiſtend mine ? 

Agrip. Py choice mult be my Fathers faire conſent. 

Athelſt. Then ſhall thy choyce end in this Typzus pzince. 
Befoze the Sunne ſhall ſixe times moꝛe ariſe, 4 
His ropall marriage will we ſolemniſe. 

Pꝛoclaime this honozd match, come Agripyne, 
A am glad th art here, moze glad the purſe is mine. 


As they are all going in: Enter Andelocia and Shaddowe, 
like Iriſh Coſter-mongers, Agripyna, Longauyle, and 
Miontroſſe ſtay liſtening to them, the reſt Exeunt. 
Both. Buy any Apples, feene Apples of Tamaſco, keene 
Tamaſio peæpins: peeps fene, buy Tamaſco peepins. | 
Agrip. Da maſco apples: god my Lo2d $ontrofle, 
Call vonder fellowes. 

Moncr, Sirra Coſter-monger. 1 
Shad. CUho cals: peps of Tamaſto, fœne peeps: J fat tis 
de ſweeteſt apple in de wozld, tis better den de Pome water, 

oz apple John. 
' Andel, By my trat Madam, tis ret Tamaſco pepins, - 
- loke here els. | 
Shad. I dare not ſay,as de Jrifhmanmy comnfrieman ſay, | 
taſt de godneſſe of de fruit: No fayt tis farie tere miltris, by 
eng Wann, apple. 4 | 
rip. 
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A grip. The faireſt fruit that ener J beheld, 
ſco apples, wherefoze are they god? bi” 

+ Longa, Whatis your pꝛice ofhalfe a ſcoze of theſe? | 
Botl, Yalfe a ſcoze, halfe a ſcoze? dat is dos many meſffer. 
Longa, J. J, ten, halſe a ſcoꝛe, thats fine and fine. 

Andei, Fgue and feue ? Wy my trat and as Creezeſaus 
me la, J cannot tell, wat be de pzice of feene and feeue,but tis 


tre crow ne foz one Pœpin, dat is the pꝛeeʒ if you take em. 


Shad, J fat, tis no leſſe fo: Tamaſco. 
Agrip. The crownes foz one? what wondzous vertues 


haue the p⸗ 


Shad. D, tis fene Tamaſco apple, and ſhall make vou a 
great teale wiſe, and make vou no fle, and make fœne me⸗ 
mozie. 

Andel. And make dis fach be moze faire and amiable,and 


make dis epes loke alwaies louely, and make all de court 


t countrie burne in deſtre to kiſle di none ſw erte countenance, 
Montr. Apples to make a Lady beautiful: 

adam thats excellent. 
Agrip. Theſe Jriſhmen, 


4 Some lap, are great diſſemblers, and J feare, 


Theſe two the badge of their owne countrie weare. 
Andel. By my frat, and by Saint Patrickes hand, and 


ags Cree ſaue me la, tis no difſcmbler: de Julh man now and 


den cut di countrie- mans thꝛoate, but vet in fayt hee loue di 
countrie man, tis no diſſem bler: dis feene Camaſco apple can 


make di ſwerte countenance, but I can take no leſſe but the 


crownes fo; one, J weare out my naked legs and my ſwtes, 
and iny tods, and run hidder and didder to Tamaſco foꝛ dem. 
Shad. As Cre ſaue me la, hee ſpeakes true: Peeps fene, 


Agip. Zit trie what power lies in Damaſco fruit. 


Here are ten crownes foꝛ th2&, So fare you well. 
Montr. Lozd Longauple, buy ſome, 
Longa. J buy? not 2: 


Yang them, the y are topes, come Madam, let vs goe. Exeunt. 


Both. Saint Patricke and Saint Peter, and all de boly 
Ag loke n * and make it faire. £ 
nter 


Olde Fortunatus, 


Enter Montroſſe ſoftly. | 

Shad. Ha, ha, ha, ſhes ſped, J — 

Andcl, Peace, Shaddow, bup any perpins, buy. 

Both, Peeps fiene, feene Tamaſco apples. 4 

Montr. Came not Loꝛd Longauple to bup ſome fruit? 

Andel. Ho fat, maſter, here came no Lozds no: Ladies, 
but di none ſ werte feife, 54 

Montr. Tis well, ſay nothing, heres fix crownes foz two: 

Pou lap the vertues are to make one ſtrong. 

Both, Yes fat and make ſweete countenance. x ffrong to. 

Montr, Tis excellent, here: far well, if theſe pzoue, | 
Ile conquer men by ſtrength , women by loue. Exat, 

Enter Longauy le. | 

Roth. Ba, ha, ha, why this is rare. 

Shad, Peace, maſter, here comesanotherfwle. 

Both, eps fene , bup any peepes of Tamalco? 

Longa, Did not the Tod Montroſſe retarne to ou 

Bott, Ho fat, werte maſter, no 102d did turne to bs? 
Ptepes feene. 4-4 

Longa. Jam glad ofitchere are nine crownes fo; thee: -- 

Uhat are the vertues beſides making faire? 

Andel, O, twill make the wondzous wile. k 
. Shad. And dow ſhall bee no moꝛe a fole , but ſ werte tate 

and wiſe. 

Longa. Tis rare, farwell, J neuer pet durſt woe, A 
Hone loues me: now ile trie what theſe can doe. Exit. 

Andel, Ya, ha, ha. Do, this is admirable, Shaddow, here 
end my toꝛments in Saint Patrickes Purgatozie, but thine 
_ continue longer, 1 

Shad. Did J not clap on a god falſe Jriſh face: | 

Andel. It became thee rarely. 1 

Shad. Pet thats lamentable, that a falſe face ſhould be⸗ 
tome any man. 

Andel. Thou art a gull, tis all the faſhion now, which 
faſhion becauſe wele kepe,ſtep thou abꝛoad, let not the moꝛld 
want foes; whilſt thou art commenſing thy knauerie there, 
ile pꝛottede Doctoz Dodipoll here; "__ done, thou Shavdow 

| 2 and 
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x and J will fat our ſelnes to behold the tranſſozmation of theſe 
 foles: goc flie, a 
; Shad. Jfearenothtng, but that whillt wee frine fomake 
{| © ofhers foles, we ſhall weare the Coxcombes our ſolues, Pips 
ine c. Exit Shaddow. 
Enter Ampedo. 
Andel. S'hart, here's my bzother whome J haue abuz de: 
Vis pzeſence makes me blulh, it ſtcikes me dead, 
To thinke how J am metamozphoſed. 
Fine pæpins of Tamaſco cc. 
11 > Foꝛ ſhame caſt off this Malte. 
Andel. Milt thou buy any pips? 
0 Amp. Mocke mens longer 
15 enith idle apparitions: manya land 
Baue J with wearie fete and a ſicke ſoule 
Mecaſurd, to find thee; and when thou art fonnd, 
Py greateſt griefe is, that thou art not loft: 
Vet loſt thou art, thy fame, thy welth are loft, 
Typy wits are loſt, and thou haſt in their ſtead, 


14 }| With ſhame and cares, and miſery crownd thy head, 


That Shaddo w that purſucs thee, fild mine cares 
4 With ſad relation of thy wꝛetchedneſſe, 
/ Where is the purſe,and where my wiſhing Yat? 
Andel. UWherezand where; are you created Conffable,you 
{| Land ſo much vpon Jntergatozies? the purſe is gone, let that 
kret you, andthe Hat is gone, let that mad pou: J runne thus 
though all trades to cuer- take them, if youle bee quiet, follow 
me and helpe, if not, fite from me, and bang pour ſelfe: wilt 
14 thou buy any pippins: Exit. 
Amp. O; how J gricue, to fe bim thus tranſfozmp? 
1 Pet from the circles of my iealous eyes, 
He ſhall not fart, till he haue re-poſſeft 
T hoſe vertuous Jewels, which found once againe, 
1 Bo2e cauſe they ne re ſhall giue tae to tomplaine. 
Their wozth ſhall be conſum'd in murdzing flames, 
| Zetd end my griefe;his : ret: and our ſhames. eg 
; Enter 
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Enter Atbelſtane, A gripyne, Montroſſe and Longauy le 
with hornes , Lincolne and Cornwall. 

Athelſt. In ſpite of ſoꝛcerie trie once againe, 

Crie onceanoz2e in conte mpt of all dam d ſpels. 

Agrip. Pour maieftie fights with no moꝛt all power. 
Shame and not conqueſt, hangs vpon his trite. 

O, touch me nat, vou adde but paine to paine, 
The moze you cut, the moze they grow againe. 

Lincol. Is there no art to coniure downe this ſcoꝛne? 

A nere knew Phiũcke pet againſt the hoꝛne. 
Enter Cyprus. | 

Athelſt. , pꝛinte of Cyp2us, thy faire Agripyne 
Path turnd het beautie fo defo2mitte. 

Cypr. Then I defiethe, Lone, vaine hopes, adeto, 
Pon haue mockt me long; in ſcoꝛne ile now mocke you. 
I came to ſx how the Lozd Longeuyle 
Was turnd into a monſter, and 7 find 
An obica, which both ſtrikes me dumbe and blind. 

To moꝛro w ſhould haue berne our marriage mozne, 
But now mp bzide is ſhame, thy bidegrome ſcoꝛne. 

O tell mee pet, is there no Art, no charmes, 

Ho deſperate Phyſicke fo: this deſperate wound? | 

Arhelit. Al meanes are tride, but no meanes can be found. 
Cypr. Then England, farwell: hapleſle maide, thy ſtara, 
Chꝛough ſyite full influence (cf our hearts at warres. 

Aam inſoꝛ ſt to icaue the, and reugne 
My louc to grie ſe. 
Enter 0 and Galloway. 

Agri». Ati griefe to Agrippne, | 

Cy ypr. Adew J would ſap moze, had J a tongue 
Able to helpe his maſter: mightie king, 

Jhumbly take my leaue, to Cypavs J, . 
Pykathe rs Sonne, n oft all lach ſhame dete. Exit 

Orle. Do doth not Þzieans, 7 deũie all thoſe, 
That laue nat Agrippne, and him dene, 

That dares but cue hei halte ſo well ag J. 
O pardon me, J haue in ſoꝛrowes Japle, 
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5 | 
4 Scene long fozmented, long this mangled boſome 
att bled, and neuer durſt expoſe her wounds, 
| 9 Lili no w, till now, when at thy beautious fete, 
A fer loue and life, O caſt an eye ; 
4 : Dk mercy on me, this defo2med face 
= | Cannot affright my ſoule from louing thee, 
Agri. Talk not of lone, god Oꝛzleans, but of hate 
DOrle. What ſententce will my lone pꝛonounce on me⸗ 
Gall. Mill Ozleans then be mad O gentle friend. 
Orle. O gentle, gentle friend Jam not mad: 
bes mad, whole eyes on painted cheekes doe doate, 
D Galloway; ſach read beautics boke by roate. 
Dees mad, that pines foꝛ want of a gap flowze, 
# | Which faves when griet doth blaſt, oz ſicknes lowze, 
| | VWWyich heate doth wither, and white ages froſt 
- # © Nips dead: ſuch fairencs, whon tis found, tis loſt, 
JZ am not mad, fo2 louing Aaripyne, 
My loue lokes on her eyes, with epes diuine, 
A doate on the rich bꝛightnes of her mind, 
That ſacred beautie ftrikes all other blind, 
O make me happie then, ſince my deſires 
Are let a burning by loues pureſt fires. 
| F! Achelſt, Sothou wilt beare her far from England ſight, 
Anior thy wiſhes, 
x: Agrip, Locke mein ſome caue, 
Were ſtaring wonders eye lhall not be guiltie 
To my abhoꝛred lokes, and J will die | 
To the, as ful of laue as miſerie. 
Athelſt. Jam amaʒ de and mad, ſome ſpeckled ſoule 
Lies pawnd foꝛ this in Hell, without redemption, 
Some fiend deludes vs all. 
Cornw. O vniult Fates, 
Why doe vou hide from vs this miſterie: 
Uincol. y Lo Montroſſe, how long haue your bꝛowes 
This kaſhionꝛ theſe two feather-ſp:ings ofhozne? (wozne 
4 Montr, An Friſh kerne {uld me Damaicoapples, 
Dome two homes fince,and(likeacrevulous fole) 


— — 
Denn XY 


—— 


8 „ St 8 CO 


| 


4 


Old Fortunatus. 


Hee t wearing to me that they had — 
To make me ſtrong in bodp, rich in mind, 
2 did belecue his wo2ds, faſted his fruit, 
And ſince haue biene attirde in this diſgnize. 
Longa, I feare that villaine hach beguild me tw. 
Cane Nap befoze God he has not cozend You, 
Pou haue it ſoundly. 
Longa. Me he made beleeue, 
One apple of Damaſco would inſpire 
My thoughts with wiledome, and vpon mp ch&kes 
T culd caſt ſich beautie, that each A aditesepe, 
Which lokt on me, ſhould loue me pꝛeſentlip. 
- Agri”, Deſire to loke moꝛe faire, makes me moze fowle, | 
Thole apples did intite my wandzing eye, 
£0 be cnamo2dof de ſoʒmitie. chaten, | 
Athelſt. This pzoucs that true, which off J haue heard in 
Thoſe that would ſame moſt wile doe turne molt fales, | 
Liacol. Yere's your beſt hope, nene nedes to hide his face, - 
Foz hozned fozeheads ſwarme in cuery place. 


Enter Cheſter bringing Andelocia like a 
French Doctor. t 

Athelſt. Now Cheſter, what Phyſiticns haſt thon founy? | 

Cheſt, any, my leige, but none that haue true ( kill 3 

Co tame ſuch u ilde viſeaſes: pet here s one, 

2 Doctoꝛ and a Frenchman, whome rcpozt 

Olf Agriprnes grieſe hath dꝛawne to court. 

Athelit. Cure her, and Englands treaſozie hall ſam, 

As fre fo2 the to vie, as rayne from hrauen. 

Niontr. Cure me and to thy Coffers J will ſend, 

Poze gold from Scotland then thy life can ſpend, - 
Longa. Cure Longauile, and all his wealth is thine. _ 
PHE He Ponſieur Long-Lillaine gra tanck you: Gra 

fanck pour maſheſtte a great teale artely by my trat:where be 

dis adam Pzinceza dat be ſomulh toꝛmenta: 3cthu:one, | 

2: an tre, 41 5, ſæʒ hoꝛne Ha, ha, ha, pardona mop pꝛea wid 

al mine mne ſhole but laugß, 


7 
F 
- * 


mant: Come Madam, pꝛea artelp ſtand ill, and letta mee 


| eaſic ſoʒ pull on, but hard fo⸗ pull off, ſome ho2ne bee ſo good 
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Ws 1,954, ha to marke howlike tree een be an 
Sh, by my traf and tat, di diuela be whozeſon, ſcuruie, paltrp, 
ill fauoꝛe knaue to mocke de Padam, and gentill- ne 
Ya. ha, ha, ha. 
Lincol, This Dodioꝛ comes to mocke pour maieſtte. 
Aude. No by my trat la, but me loua muſha muſha mery- 


lle pon: dis hoꝛne, Otis pꝛettie hozne, dis be facile, eaſie fo 
pull de vey, but Madame dis O be grand, grand hoꝛne, difft- 
cill, and very deepe, tis perilous, a grand Larone, But Ma⸗ 


dam, pz2a be patient, we thall take it off vell. 


Ache. Thick haue weparde them off, but with freſh paine, 


i An ce mpalle ot᷑ a thought they rite agatne. 


Au del. Its true, tis no eaſie mattra, to pull hone off, tis | 


_ Fellow, hee will ſtill inhabit in de mans pate, but tis all one 
. foz tat, J thall ſnap away all dis: Madam truſt dis downe 


" 1 I; into your little belly, 


Acrip, Father, J am in feare to taſte his pbyſicke.. 
| Firſt let him wozke experiments on thoſe, 

Andcl. Jleſawce you fo2 ponr tnfivelifie; Aſide, 
21 no place can J ſpie my wiſhing Hat. 

Langa, Thou nn Frenchman, trie thy mill onme, 


Moner, Cure me, and Pontroſle welth wall All be thine. 
Andel. Tis all one fo; dat: ſhall doe pzeſently; Madam, 
pꝛea marke me: Ponſeiur, ſhamp dis in your two ſhaps ſo, 
now Monſieur Long-villaine; dis ſo: nawe dis, feare noting, 
tis eſhelent medicyne: ſa, now cram dis info your guts, and 

- belly: S0, nowſnap away dis whozeſon fow2e diuela; Ha, 

ba, Js no point god: puts Gallowayes hornes off. 
Arthcht, This is molt ſtrange. 

Watt painefull Longauyle? 
Longa. Eaſe toke them off, and there remaines no paine. 
Agrip. O trie thy ſacred Phyſicke on me. 

Ad. No by mp trat, tis nopoſſibla, tis no poſſibla, al de 

mattra, all eee aan, 
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his and his belly: tis no poſſibla, till me pꝛepare moge. 

Atheiſt. Pꝛepare it then: and thou ſhalt haue moze gold 
From Englands Coſfers, then thy liſe can waſt. 

Andel. à muſh bur manycolttiy tings dat grow in Ara- 
bia, in Aſia, and America, br my trat tis no ae an- 
der time, no point. | 

Agri, There's nothing in. the world, beit may fo gold 
Be bought in England, hold rour lap ile rayne 
A ſhower of Angels. 

Andel. Fic, ſie, ſie, ſe, pou nocredit le dockature Va, but 
vel, tis ail one foꝛ tat: tis no mattera foz gold: el vel bel vel, | 
vel, nie haue ſome moꝛe, pꝛea ſay noting, tail bee beser 
pꝛepara foꝛ your hoꝛnes. 7 | 
She has my purſe, and ponderlies my Vat, 8 
Moske bꝛaines, and once moꝛe make me fo:tunat. a #447 33 # 

Uel, vel, vel, vel, be patient adam, pzclently, pzeſently, 
be patient, mee haue t wo, tree, fo wae and flue medicines foz | 
de hoꝛne: pꝛeſently adam, ſtand vou der, pꝛea wid all mine 
art, ſtand vou all der: and ſap nating, ſoznoz loke noting dis 
vey: ſo, pzeſentiy, ppeſently Madam, ſuip dis hozne oft wid 
de ruſhes q anoder ting by and by, by and by, by and by, pꝛea 
lake none dis vey, and ſay noting. Erts lus Hat vp. 

Atkelſt. Let noman ſpeake, oꝛ loke, vpon his life. 
Doctoꝛ, none here ſhall rob the of thy (kilL | 

Andel. So, taka dis hand: winck now. pꝛea autelr wid „ 
pour two nyes: why ſo. z | 
Would J were withmybzother Ampeds, Exe wit hers 

Agrip. Helpe, Father, helpe, 3 am hurried hence perſoꝛce. 

Andel, Dꝛab weapons, wheres the pzinceſſe,follow him, 
Stay the French Oatoz, ſtapthe Doctoz there. 
Ce:uwalland ſame other run out, andenterpzeſently, 

Cor. tap him, dy art who dare ſtay him: tis the Auen 
In likeneſte ol a Krenchman, of a Bo 
Loke how a raſcall Hpte hauing ſwe pt vp 
A Chicken in his cla wes, (a flies this hell · hound 
In th ape with agripyne in his armes 1 
e Wonen nn Wilten. 
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Flit ſeuerall waies, he cannot beare her farre. 
{ Gall, Theſe paths werle beate. Excunt Gall. & Orleans. 
1 Lincol. And this way ſhall be mine. 
Corn. This wap, my Leige, ile ride. 

5 - Athelit. And this way J: 

Hd matter which way, to ſecke miſe rie. Fxit Athelſt. 

Longa. A tan ride no wap, to dut - runne my ſhame, 

Nlontr. Yes, Longauile, lets gallop after to, 
Doubtle ſſe this Dodo; was that Jriſh diuell, 

|#  Ehatcozend vs, the medicine which he cane vs, 

Taſted like his Damaſco villamie, + 

To hoiſe, to hozſe, if we can catch this fiend, 
Dur fozkedſhame ſhall in his heart bloud end, 
Tonga. Dhowthis mads me, that all tongues in ſcozne, 
10 Thich. way fo ere I ryde,cry, Mare the hozne. Exeunt, 


Enter Anilcloces, with Agripyne, Aunpede 

1 and Shaddoiy, | 
|| © Agrip. O gentle Andelocia pittie me, | 
iy Ku er this inlamie, oꝛ take my life, TE 
1 Andel. Pour life? vou thinke then that Jama true Doc⸗ 

toꝛz indede, that tie vp my lining in the knots of winding 
tsettes: pour life? no, kepe pour life , but deliner your purſe: 
pon know the theifes lalutation, Stand e deliver. Bo, this is 
nine, and theſe yours: Ile teach von to line by the lwente of 
other mens bꝛowes. 5 

Shad. Andftofirine fo be fatrer then God m 
|: Jndel. Night, Shaddow:therefoze vaniſh,you 
mee turne Jugler, and cis her palle, but pour 90: 
rlepalle. 
7 Agrip. O gentle Amdelocia, (eng ren 
41 4 1 Kettle: if your touch himgentty,hele 
Shad. Oꝛ aroſe, i vou pul his ſweteflalkeHelepzick you. 
Andel. Therefoze not a word, gde, trudge to your Father: 
ſigh not foz pur purſe, money may be got by you , as well as 
| bythe little Aelſhwoman in Cypꝛus, that had but one hozne 
in ther head, you n you Wall a yr 


nemade 
schall not 
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pou vſe me, marke thoſe words well, as port bfe me, nay, , 
pare beſt flie, ile not endure one woꝛd moꝛe Pet ſtay to, be- 
cauſe you intreate me ſo gently, and that ile make ſome as | 
mends to pour Father, although tare not foz any King in 
Chꝛiſtendome, vet hold vou, fake this Apple, rate it as you 
gde to court, and your hoꝛnes ſhall play the cowards and fall 
from you, 

Agnp O genfle Andelocia. And .Nayaway,nota 02d, 

Shad. Ma, ha, ha, tc. Mare hoznes. Exit Agrip, w ee ping. 

rs Why doeſt thou laugh, Shaddow: (and pꝛide. 

Shad. To ſe what a hoꝛne plague follow es coueteouin fe” 

Amp. B2other, what milteries lie in allthis? 

Andel, Trickes, Ampedo, trickes, deuiſes, and mad He⸗ 
rogliphickes, mirth, mirth and melody. O, there's moꝛe may 


ſicke in this, then all the Gammoth ares, and Sol fa Res, in 


the woꝛld; here's the purſe , and here's the Mat: becauſe you 
ſhal be ſure ile not ſtart, weare you this, you know his ver» 


tue, if danger beſet you, flie c away: A ſoꝛt ot᷑ bzoken-ſhind: 


- limping legd Jades runne hobling toſ&ke vs: Shaddow, 
werle foz all this haue one fit of mirth moze, to make vs laugh 
and be fat. 

Shad. And when we are fat, maſter, werle doe as all glut⸗ 

tons doe, laugh and lie downe. | 
| Andel. Hie thee to my chamber, make ready my rieche lt ; 
aftire, ile to Court pꝛeſentlp. | 

Shad. Ile goe to Court in this attire, fo: apparell is but 
the ſhaddo w of a man, but ſhaddo w is the ſubſtante of his ap ⸗ 
parell.. _. Exit Shaddow. 

Angel, Away, away, and miete me pzeſently. 

Amp. J had mozenede to crie, away tothe. 
1 away with this wilde lunacie, 
Away with rpots. 

Andel, Away with your puritie, bꝛother, y'arean Alle, 
why doth this purſe ſpit out gold but to be ſpcnt? why liucs a 
man in this wo2ld, to dwell in the Suburbs of it, as pou doe? 
Away fozren limplicitie, away: are not eyes made to ſ& faire 

e Ladies? 
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1 Ladies: h tarts to loue them? tongues to court them, hands 
to tete them? Out you Stocke, pon ſtone, vou logs end: Are 
not legs made to daunce, and ſhall mine limp vp and downe 
: the wozld after vort cloth-ffockin-heles: tou haue the Hat, 
4 + Kkeepeit, anon ile viſit your vertuous countenance againe, a- 
1 dem, pleaſure is mpyſwete miſtris, I weare her lone in my 
Phat, and her ſoule in my heart: J haue ſwoꝛne to bee merry, 
and in ſpite of Foztnne and the blacke-b2owd unten, ile 

neuer be ſad. . 

* Amped. Soe, fole, in ſpite of mirth,thou halt bc (ad, 
Ale burtebalfethypleaſuresma graue 

Pk hungrie flames, this fire J did oꝛdaine 
To burne both purle and Hat: as this doth periſh, 


— —— Lͤ—‚ 


So qhatl the other: count what god and bad 
Thep both baue wꝛought, the god is to the ill, 
2s a ſmall Pible to a mightie hill. | 
hy gloꝛie and thy miſchiefes here hall * "Me: 


| 


God Ats abuzde to mans confuſion turne. 


FE 
K ‚ . . 


| | Enter Longauile, and N ontrolſe with Soul her 
11 Longa, This is his bꝛottzer; Souldiers, bind his armes. 
1 Montr. Bind armes and legs, and hale the fiend a wax. 
Amp. Untiuill: wherefoze muſt J taſte your ſpife? 
Longa. Art thou not one of Foztunatusſonnes? 
Amped. J am, but he did neuer doe you wong. 
Longa, The diuell thp bꝛother has, villaine,!wke here. 
= -Moutr. Where is the beautious purſe and wiſhing Bat: 
Amped. Mp b:other Andelocia haz the purſe, 
This way hale come anon to paſſe to court, 
Alas, that ſinne ſhould make mens hearts ſo bold, 
To kill their loules foꝛ the baſe thirn of gold. 
The wiſhing Hat is burnt. 
Mlomr. Burnt e Sculdiers bind him. 
Toꝛtures ſhall wing both hat and purſe from you, 
Uillaine, ile be reueng d fo; thatbaſeſcozne, 


Thy hell hound bzother Mm vpon we bead, 


Longa. 


J 


Old Fortunatus. 


Longa. Aud 0 will Longauple. 
Away with zem. 
Montr. Dag him to vonder towꝛe, there ſhackle him, 
And in a patre of Stockes, locke vp hisheles, 
And bid your wiſhing Cap deliuer peu. 
Giue ts the purle and Mat, weele let ther free, 
Els rot to death and ſlarue. (did beare: 
Amp.Ohty:anny,younc&dnot ſcoꝛne the badge which you 
x5calls weuld you be, though hoznes pou did not weare. 
Nontr, Dꝛag hence the cur: come noble Longauyle, 
Ones lure, and were the other fiendas faſt, | 
Their pꝛide ſhould coſt their liues: their purſe and Hat 
Shall be both ours, werle ſhare them equallv. 
Longa. That will be ſome amends fo2 arming me, 
Enter Andelocia and Shaddow after lum. 
Montr, Peace,Longanyle,yonder the 185 comes, 
Longa. Y are well encountred. 
Andel. Thankes, Lozd Longauple. 
L onga. The king expects your pꝛeſence at the court, 
1 ndel, And thither am J going. 
Shad, Pips fine,fine apples of Tamaſco, ha, ha, ha. 
Montr. Wert thou that 3riſhman that cozend vs? 
Shad, Pips fine, ha, ha, ha, no not : not Shaddow, 
Andel. Mere not your Apples delicate and rare? 
Longa. The woꝛſt that ere you ſold; Sirs,bind him falt. 
A x, el. What, wil you murder mechelpe, help lome helpe. 
Shad, Helpe, helpe, helpe. Exit Shaddow. 
Montr. Follow that Dog, and ſtop his balling thꝛoate. 
Audel. Uillaines, what meanes this barbarous ftrecherp? 
Longa. We meane to be reueng d ſoz our diſgrace. 
Monte. And ſtop the golden current ot thy walt. 
Andel. Murder, they murder me, O call fo? helpe, 
Long. Thy voice is ſpent in vaine,come,come,this purſe, 
This wel-ſpeing of your pꝛodigalitie. 
Andel. Are pou appointed by the king to this? | 
Montr, No, no, riſe, ſpurne him vp: know you who's thise 
1 Bi 3 Andel. 


1 
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1; Andel. By bother Ampedo? Alas, what fate 

| Hath made thy vertues ſo infoꝛtunate⸗ 

| 4 Amp. Thpryot and the w2ong of thefe two Loꝛds, 
| © Tho (cauſeleſſe thus do ſtarue me in this pꝛiſon. 


7 | 


_ Longa, Striue not y are beſt, villaines, lift in his legs. 
Anicl. Traitozs to honoꝛ, what doc youinftend? 
Longa. That ryot ſhall in wꝛetchedneſſe haue end. 
* Nueſtion thy b2other with what coſthes fed, 
And ſo aſſure thou ſhalt be banquetted. Excunt they two. 
1 Amp. In want, in miſerie, in woe and care, 
Poꝛe Ampeds his fill hath ſurfeted: 
Py want is famine, bolts my miſerie, 
Py care and woe ſhould be thy poztion; 
Andel. Giue me that poztion,fo2 J haue a heart 
Shall ſpend it freely, and make bankrowt 
The pꝛoudeſt woe that euer wet mans eye. 
Care with a miſchiefe⸗ wherefoze ſhould N care? 
i. Baue J rid ſide by ſide by mightie kings, 
' BY Pet be thus bꝛidled now? Ile teare theſe fetters. 
15 Murder, crie murder, Amped, alo wd. 
To beare this ſcoꝛne aur Foztunes are to pꝛoud. 
Amp. O foll p, thou haſt powꝛe to make fleſh glad, 
* When the rich ſoule in wzctchednefle is clad. 
Ande. Peace, fole,am not J Foztunes minion? a 
DThpeſe bands arc but one wzincle ofher frowne, - 
This is her Euening maſke,hernert moznes eye | 
Shall ouer-thine the Sunne in maieſtie. 
Amp. But this ſad night will make an endof me. 
+ Bzother,farwell,griefe,famine,ſozrow, want, 
IVuaue made an end of wzetched Ampedo. 
14 Er Where is the wiſhing Hat? 
1 Amp. Conſum d in fire. 3 
Ande. Accurſed be thoſe hands that did deffroy it, 
1 That would redeeme vs, did we now entoy it. 
Amp. Manton far wel, 3 faint, deaths frozen a 
| [grate Utes little Niuer in ny bzeft, 
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Old Fortunatus. 


X man befoze his end is truely bleſt. Dyes. 
Andel. O miſerable, miſerable ſoule. 
Thus a foule life makes death to looke moze foule. 


Enter Longauyle and Montroſſe with a halter, 
Longa. Thus ; thall this golden purſe diuided be, 
One day fo2 rou, another day fo2 me. 8 
Montr. Of daies anon, ſap, what determine yon, 
Shall they haue libertie, o ſhall they die? 
Long. Die ſure:and ſee, J thinke the elder's dead. 


And. I; murderers, he is dead. O ſacred wildome, 
Foꝛtunatus bene enamozed 


Ok thy tele ſtiall beautie, his two ſonnes 
Had ſhind like two b2ight Sunnes, 
Longa, Pul hard, Pontroſſe. 
2 Come you toffrangle me: are von the 1 8 
Hell- hounds p are dam d foz this impietie. 
Foꝛtune, fozgiue me, à deſerue thy hate, 
My lelfe haue made myſelte a repꝛobate: 
Uertue, fo2giue me, foz J haue tranſgreit 
Againſt thy lawes,my vowes are quite fozgot; 
And therefoze hameis falne to my finnes lot. 
Riches and knowledge are two gifts diuine. 
They that abuſe them both as J haue done, 
To ſhame, to beggerie, to hell muſt runne, 
O conſcience hold thy ſting, ceaſe to afflict me. 
Be quicke,fozmentozs, J deſire to die. 
No death is equal to m miſerie. 
Cyp2us, vaine wozld, and Uanitte farwell. 
— Who builds his heanen on earth, is ſure ot hell. 
Lon. Ye's dead: in ſame derpe vault lets thꝛow their bodies. 
Montr. Firit let vs ſeæ the purſe, Loꝛd Longauyle, 
Longa. Mere tis, vy this werle fill this towze with gold. 
Montr. Frenchman, this purſe is counterfeit. 
Long Thou lreft, 


Stdt, thou bal cozend me, giue me the right, 
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/ N The Comadie of 
|! Ela thy baſome be my weapons graue. 


oatr. Villaine, thou halt not rob me of m due. 


% 

They bo ht: Enter Athelitane, Agripyna , Orleans, Gallo- 
ways Corneu all, Cheſter, Lincolne, and Shaddow with 
weapons at one dore: Fortune, Vice, and cheir attendants 
at alckber dore. ä 
All. Lay hands vpon the murderers, ftrtke them downe. 
Fortune, Surrender vp this purſe, faz this is mine, 
All, Are theſe two diuels, 02 ſom? powers diuine? 
Shad. O ſce, ſ&, O my two maſters, poꝛe Shaddowes 


Jil | fubZances what hall J doe: whoſe body ſhall Shaddownow 
; fol:ow? 
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Fort. Peace, Jdeot,thou ſhalt find rich heapes of foles, 


j That will be pꝛoud to eatertaine a Shaddow. 
char me thy babling lips from treubling me. 


| Pouned not hold them, ſer, mite them downe 
Lower then hell: baſe ſoules,fincke to vour heauen. 
Vice. I doe arreſt. you both my pꝛiſoners. 
Fort, Stand not amazde,yougods of carth, at this, 
' Shee that arreſteth theſe two foles is Mice. 
They haue bꝛeke Uertues laws, Wice is ber ear. 
Ver Japler and her executioner. 
Ake on thoſe Cypꝛiots, Foztunatas ſonnes, 
They and their Father were my minſons, 
My name is Foꝛtune. 
All. O dzead deitie. 18 
Fort, Aneœle not to mei if Foꝛtune liſt to frowne; 
You need not fal downe,fo:4hzle ſpurnc you downe, 
Ariſe, but foles, on youtle triumph thus. 
What haue you gaind by beingconefons? . 
This pꝛodigall purſe did Faztunes bounteous hand 
VPVeſtaw on them, their ryots made them paze, 
And let theſe markes of miſerable death, 
On all their pꝛide, the famin: of baſe gold 
hea < made your loules to murders hands be ſold, 


Dnely 


Olc Fortunatus. 


Onely to be cald rich But Ideots ſ 
Type vertues to be fied, Faztune hath tauſd it ſe, 

= all 3 
Achelſt. $olt ſacred Goddeſſe 
—_— Peace,you flatterer. 
tongnebut heapesmozevengeance on thy bead. 
ne is angrie with thee, in thee burnes _ 
A greedie conetous fire; in Agrippne 
Þ2ive like a Ponarch renels, and tholefinnes 
aue lead pou blind- fold to pour fozmer ſhames, | 
But Uertue paxdand you, and (0-doth_Foztunc. 

Athelſt. & Agtip. All thankex to both pour ſacred deities, 
= Fort. As foz thets Pettall-caters,theſe baſe thieues, 
_ Eihorather then ticy would be countedpaze, 

Will vig.th20ugh hell fozgold, rou-were toagiuen 

By UYertues generall-pardon; her bzead ſcale 
| — — lines, when ſee toke off your hoznes. 

ng ſcaree one fate out ofthe Jayle, 


| ſonics, 

Judgement of thismoztall king. 

Athelſt. 8919 fince pourefigns If 

Pour power to me, this ſentence ſhall be — 

Thou ſhalt be tco:turd on a wheele to death, 

Thou with wild hozſes ſhalt be quartered. 

Vice. Pa, ha, weake Judge, — Jr 

' Thatlentence, ſoꝛ they are mypziloners, — 

Embalme the bodies of thoſe Cypꝛiots, i + 

And honour them with pzincelp.buriall, 6 - | 

Foz thoſe doe i 

I kife you both, J ue pen, y are my mini 


Both, — 
Vice. Be gon, but you 


Po? e bondage then in chaines, foleg,nctrou hente/ 2 
Both wander with tozmentedconſcience. eee 


Poi. She that bath tengnerd thee; How) chen tems, 
Thus trickt in gawdy Feathers, and thus gatded td 


Path trod thus on the, and now triumphrs (2 * 
There's ver tucus Ampet92See,hees her lane, 
Noz following the this retompente they haue. 

Vt. Is Ampeds her naue: hy thats thy glass. 
Che Jdiots cap 3 onte wort on my hedd 
Did figure him, thoſe that (like him) doe wutfls/ | 
Uertue in clouds, and tate not 
ale make their glozie lire to h . 749% 
He made no bfe of we, bat Ie mier AE 
Lockt vp his wealth m — 225 


Vis face was beautifull, but woze a mailte, . 72 
And in the wozl 
Do perily they th 


The Comedie of 


Longa. O hozrid Judgement, thats the hell ndede. 
Mon. Come, come, our death ne're ends if tonſcienee blerde. 

Both. O miſerable, miſerable men. Eeunt. 

Fortune. Foztune triumphes at this, ret to-appeare, | * 


All like my ſelte, that wich {rom thoſe 4 tobe, 
King Athelitane Jill below onthe, | 
And in it the old vertue J infuſe:: 

Wut, k ing lake heeve how thou inp gifts doe ble, 
England ſhall nere bo poꝛe, ii Engiand fa, 
Rather by vertuz den ve wealtg to thꝛiue. 


Enter Vertue, wund! Ney mphes and mn n 
on 1 + ptegy ich Olive brenchesanꝗιH E- 
tels, n re 
* nne arne. — 
Vice. Uertues alas codfoule; hee hide her herd. * 
Vert. What enuieus tongue ſaid, er tue head 
Vice. Sy that will dune thee into ban 


Whichcrowned kings and uſes, when thy fue. 


thre rag 
defines! "1 


a epes (em a Blatkamoze, 2 Ap ot 
fo keep vertue pan: „ 


Vice. 


Old: 1 ortunatus. 


vice. Thou art a foole to ſtriue, J am moꝛe ſtrong, 
And greater then thy lelte, then Uertue flie, 


And hide thy kate, yeeld me the vic zie. 


Veit. Js Uice higher then Uertue? thats my glozie, 
The higher that thou art, thou art moze ho2rid, 
The wo1ld will loue me fo2 my comlyneſſe. 
Fortu. Thine owne lelke loues thy lelke: why on the heads 
Df Agripyne, Montrolle and Longauple, 
(Engliſh, Scot, French) did Uice clap vgly hoznes, 
But to appꝛoue that Engliſh, French and Scor, 
And all the wozld elg, kneele and honour Uice, 
But in no Countrie, Uertue is of price? | 
Vert. Pes, in all Countries Uertue is of pice. 
In euery kingdome ſome diuiner bzeſt 


Is mote enamo2d of me then the reft, 


Haue Engliſh,Scor,and French bowd knees to thee! 
Why thats my glozie too, fo? by their ſhame, 
Men will abho2 thee and adoze my name. 
| Foxtune,thou art toa wreake, Uice th art afoole, 
To fight with me, J ſuffred you awhile, | 
Tecclips my bzightnes,but J now will ſhine, 
And make you \weare your beantie's baſe to mine. 
Fort. Thou art too inſolent,ſee here's a court 
Df moxtall Judges, lets by them be tride, 
Which of vs thzee ſhall moſt be deſfide, 
Vice. J am content, 
Fort. And J. 
Vert. So am not J. 
Dy Judge ſhall be your ſacred deitie. | | 
Vice. O miſerable me, J am vndon. Exit Vice and her 
All. © top the hozrid monſter, .*  traine. 
Vert. Let her runne. 
Foztune who conquers now? 
Fort. Uertue,F Cee, 
Thou wilt triumph both ouer her and me. 
All, Empieſle of heauen and earth. 2 
L 2 Fort. 
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| That Foztune fall downe at thy conqu'ring feete. 


| Sends onely but a Shaddow from the graue. 
Uertue alone liues ſtill, and liues in you, 


J am a Shaddow, at your feete J fall, 


In you to make vs ſubſtances. O doe it, 
Uertue J am ſure you loue, ſhee woes you to it. 
2 read a verdic in your Sun-like eyes, 


The Comedie of. 


Fort. Why doe pou mocke me? 
Kneele not to me, to her tranſfer your eyes, - 
There ſits the Nueene of Chance, J bend my knees, 
Lower then yours: dread goddeſſe,tis moſt meete, 


Thou lacred Empꝛelle that commandſf the Fates, 
Foxgiue what J haue to thy handmaid don, 

And at thy Chariot wheeles Foztune ſhall run, 

And be thy captiue and to thee reſigne 

All powers which heau'ng large Patent haue made mine. 
Vert. Foztune th'art vanquiſht: ſarred deitie, 

O now pzonounce who winnes the victozie, 

And pet that ſentence needes not, ſince alone, 


Pour vertuous pꝛelence Vice hath duer-thzowne, 


Yet to confirme the conqueſt on pour ſide, 

Looke but on Foztunatus and his ſonnes 

Ok all the welth thoſe gallants did pollelle, 

Onely poore Shaddow is left comfo2tleſCe, 

Their glozpe's faded and their golden pzide. 
Sha. Only pooze Shadow tels how pooze they died. 
Vert. All that they had, 02 moztall men can haue, 


Jama counterfeit, you are the true, 


Begging fo theſe, and theſe, my ſelfe and all. 
All theſe that thus doe kneele before pour eyes, | 
Are ſhaddowes like my ſelfe, dꝛed Nymph it lyes 


And this it is: Uertue the victozie. .._. 

All. All loudly cry, Uertne the vicozie, 

Vert. Uertue the victozie: fo2 iop of this, 
Thoſe ſelfe ſame himnes which pou to Fore ſung 
Let them be now in Ueriues honour rung. 


The 


Olde Fortunatus: 


The Song. 


Uertue ſmiles; crie hollyday, 
Dimples on her cheekes doe dwell, 
Uertue-frownes, crie wellada, 
Her loue is Heauen, her hate is Hell. 
Since heau'n and hell obey her power, 
Tremble when. her eyes doe lowze. 
Sinte heau'n and hell her power obay, 
Where ſhee ſmiles, trie hollydap, 
Hollyday with ioy we crie, : 
And bend,and bend, and merily, 
Sing hymnes to vertues deitie; 
Sing hymnes to Uertues deitte. 


As they all offer to goe in, Enter the two old men. 
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The 72 gue at Court. 


1. 
The circle of this bright celeſtiall Sphere, 
T wept for ioy, now I could weepe for ſeare. 


Ay ſtay, poore pilgrims, wh n I entred firſt 


A 


2 1 feare we all like mortall men ſhall proue, 


Weake (not in loue) but in expreſsing loue. 
1 Let every one beg once more on his knee, 


One pardon for himſelfe, and one for m 
For I intic'd you hither: O deere Godd le, | 


Breathe life in our nombd ſpirits. with one ſmile, 
And from this cold earth, we with lively ſoules 

Shal rife like men(new-borne) & make heau'n ſound 
With Hymnes ſung to thy name,and praiers that we 
May once a yeere ſo oft enioy this fight, g 


Til theſe yog boyes change their curld locks to white; | 
And when gray-winged Age fits on their heads, 


That ſo their children may ſupply their 8 eads, 

And that beau'ns great Arithmetician, 

(Who in the Scales of Nomber weyes the world) 

May ſtill to fortie two,and one yeere more, 

And ſtil adde one to one, that went befo ©, : 

And multiply fowre tennes by many a te 

To this | crie Amen. + 10 
All. Amen, Amen. 3 2 
1 Good night (deere miſtris) thoſe Le wiſh 


Thus let them — vnder deſtructions arme. 
All. Amen, Amen, Amen. 3 Exeunt. 


y 


Ann 


FENA S. 


55 ; | | Tho, Dekker. 


